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INTRODUCTION: 


BEGGAR, PLAYER. 


BEGGAR. oy 


F Poverty be a Title to Poetry, I'm ſure No body can 

diſpute mine. I own myſelf of the Company of Beg- 
gars; and I make one at their Weekly Feſtivals at St. 
Giler's. I have a ſmall yearly Salary for my Catches, and 
am welcome to a Dinner there whenever I pleaſe, which 
is more than moſt Poets can ſay. ; Rh. 

Player. As we live by the Muſes, tis but Gratitude in 
us to encourage Poetical Merit whereever we find it. The 
Muſes, contrary to all other Ladies, pay no Diſtinction 
to Dreſs, and never partially miſtake the Pertneſs of Em- 
broidery for Wit, nor the Modeſty of Want for Dulneſs. . 
Be the Author who he will, werpuſh his Play as far as it 
2 go. So (though you are in Want) I wiſh you Succeſs 

eartily. | * 

4 This Piece I own was originally writ for the 
celebrating the Marriage of James Chanter and Moll Lay, 
two moſt excellent Ballad Singers. I have introduced the 
Similies that are in all your c-lebrated Operas : The Swal- i 
lew, the Moth, the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, &c. Be- | 
ſides, F have a Priſon Scene, which the Ladies 2 
reckon charmingly pathetick. As to the Parts, I have o 
ſerved ſuch a nice Impartiality to our two Ladies, that it is 
impoſſible for either of them to take-Offence. I hope I 
may be forgiven that I have not made my Opera throogh- 
out unnatural, like thoſe in Vogue; for I have no Recita+ 
tive: Excepting this, as I have conſented to have neither 
Prologue nor Epilogue, it muſt be allowed an Opera in all 
its Forms. The Piece indeed hath been heretofore fre- 

uently repreſented by ourſelves, in our Great Room at 
St. Giles's; ſo that I cannot too often acknowledge your - | 
Charity in bringing it now on the Stage. : 
pF. 2 But f 2 tis 2 for us to withdraw ;z the 
Actors are preparing to begin. Play away the Over- 
c ture. | F | 5 [Exeunt * 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Mp. Peachum, d | Mr. Macklin. 
Lockit, 83 1 Mr. N 
| | Mr. Beard, or 

Macheathy - | wp Mr. Lowe. 
Filch, | 5 Mr. Raſtor. 
Jemmy Twitcher, | Mr. Leigh. 
Crook-finger'd jack, M.. Wright. 
Wat Dreary Mr. Green. 
Robm of B. Bagſhot, Mry.Woodburn. 
Nimming Ned, beath's Gang. 4 My. Bright. 
Harry Paddin as, | Mr. Gray. 
bikes « of the 1 Ray. 
- 28 Budge, Mr. Ridout. 

Beggar, | Mr. Winſtone. 
Player, x C4, Mr. Woodburn. 


Conſtables, Drawer, Turnkey, CY 


M. Peachum, | Mrs. Macklin, 
Polly Peachum, | Mrs. Clive, 
Lucy Lockit, Mr. Roberts, 
Diana Trapes, e Mrs. Macklin. 
Mrs. Coaxer, | V Horſington 
Dolly Trull, 5 " Mi/s Brunette. 

. Mrs. Viren, n Mrs. Walker. 
Betty Doxey, 3 880 Mi/s Thompſon. 
Jenny Diver, Women of the Town,4 Mrs. Jackſon. 
Mrs.Slammekin, | _ 84 | 357 Bennet. 
Sukey Tawdry, " 1 I. /. Woodman, 
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* The Beggar's Opera. 
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ACT 1. SCENE I. 


+ .SCENE Peachum's Hase. 888 
Peachum ftting ar a Table with a large Book of Account 
1 e him. ' L 


AIR I. An Old Woman cloathed in Grey, Ge. 
LE AROUCH all the Employments of Lift. 
Each Neighbour abuſes Bis Brother ; 72 
Whore and Rogue they call Huſband and Wife : 
2 All 'Proftſfions. be-rogzce one another. * 
The Prieft calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 
The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine ; 


And the Stateſman becauſe he's Jo great, d 
_ - Thinks his Trade as honeſt as mine. 
\ Lawyer is an honeſt Employment," is mine. Like mm 
oo he acts in à double Capacity; both againſt Rogues and — 
or em; for *tis but fitting that we ſhould protect and en- py F | 
ourage Cheats fince we hve by them, | 3 4 1 
Filcbh. Sir, Black Moll hath ſent. Word her Trial comes 1 
in the Afterngon, and ſhe hopes you will order Matters 10 | 
d as to bring her of. | Os 
Frarb. Why the may plead her Belly & worſt: To my af | 5 
wyledge ſhe has taken voy of that Seeurity. RR 2 : FAY | 
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6 The BEGGAR'S OPERA. 
the Wench is very ative and induſtrious, * may ſatisfy 
her that T1! ſoften the Evidence. 

Fileb. Tom Gage, Sir, is found guilty. 

Peach, A lazy When I 2 him the Time be- 
fore, I told him what he would come to if he did not 
mend his Hand. This is Death without Reprieve. I may 
venture to book him. ſwrites.] For Tem Gage, Forty 
Pounds. Let Betty Sh know, that I'll fave er from 

Tranſportation. for I can get more by her ſtaying in 


- En 
Els, Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock 
this Year than any five of the Gang; and in truth, tis a | 
> * _ Pity to loſe fo — a Cuſtomer, 
| Peach. If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe may in | 
Eo the common Courſe of Buſineſs, live a Twelve-month | 
longer. I love to let Women ſcape. A Sportſman 
ne — let the Hen Partridges fly, becauſe the Breed of | 
8 nds upon them. Beſides, here the Law 
ng, us no Reward; there ie nothing to be got by the 
—< - Death of —— our Wives. - 
1 Fileb. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine Woman! "Twas t# 
2 her I was obliged for my Education, and (to ſay a bold 
| Word) ſhe has trained up more young Fellows to the Buſi- 
| . neſs than the Gaming - table. 
; Preach. Truly, Fileb, thy Obſervation is right. We and 
the Surgeons are more beholden to Women than all the 
Profeſſions beſides. 


S AIR Ik The bonny grey ey'd' Morn, &c. 


—. Filch. „Ji Woman that ſeduces all Mankind, 
| By her aue firſt were taught the wheedling Arts: 
By | Her very Eyes can cheat; when-moſt ſbe is kind, 
| | | Che tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. 
Fer ber, - like Wolves 2 Night uu roam for Prey,. 
And pradtife ey Fraud to bribe ber Charms; 
Fer Suits of Love, like Law, are von by Pay, 
Aud Beauty muſt be fee'd into our Arm. 


Peach; But make haſte to Newgate, Boy, a 
Friends know what I intend; for I love eden en! 
one way or iber. 1000 


aly 
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The BEZOOAR'Ss Or ERA. 


Filab. When a Gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, 


Penitence may break his Spirit ever after. Beſides, Cer- 
tainty gives a Man a good Air upon his Trial, and makes 
him riſque another without. Fear or Scruple. - But Pl 


away; for tis a Pleaſure to be the Meſſenger of Comfort 


to Friends in Afficon. 
SCENE m. 


- Peach. But *tis now high Time to look about me for a 
decent Execution again next Seſſions. I hate a lazy, 
Rogue, by whom one can get nothing till he is hang'd. 


A Regiſter of the- Gang. [reading] Crook-finger'd Fack, + 
A Year and a half in the 


rvice ; let me ſee how much 
the Stock owes to his Induſtry ; one, two, three, four, 


five Gold Watches, and ſeven Silver ones, A mighty 


clean handed Fellow ! Sixteen Snuff- Boxes, five of them 
of true Gold. Six Dozen of Handkerchiefs, four Silyer- 


 hilted Swords, half a Dozen of, Shirts, three Tye-Periwigs, 


and a Piece of Broad Cloth. Conſidering tBeſe-are only 
the Fruits of his leiſure Hours, I don't know a prettier 
Fellow; for no Man alive hath a more engaging Preſence 
of Mind upon the Road. Vat Dreary, alias Brown Will, 


an irregular Dog, who hath an underhand way of diſpoſir 
of his Goods, I'll only try him a Seſſions or two — \ 


upon his good Behaviour. Harry Paddington, a poor 
tty-larceny Raſcal, without the leaſt Genius; that Fel- 
w, though he were to live theſe ſix Months, will never 
come to the Gallows with any Credit. Slippery Sam; he 
goes off the next Seſſions, for the Viflain hath the Impu- 
ence to have Views of following bis Trade as a Taylor, 
which he calls an honeſt Employment. Mar of the Mint; 
Iited not above a Month ago, a promiſſing ſturdy Fellow, 
and diligent in his way; E too bold and haſty, 


and may raiſe good Contributions on the Publick, if he 
does not cut If ſhort: by Murder. Tom Tipple, a 
uzzling ſoaking Sot, who is always too drunk to ſtand 
mſelf, or to make others ſtand. A Cart is abſolutely 

© neceſſary for him. Robin. of Bag Hot, alias Gorgon, alias- 
Bob Booty, 60 
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A Bobs, alias Carbuacks din 
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- theſe ſeven Months. And truly, my dear, 


8 The BTO OC ARS OPER A. 


SCENE 1V. 
_ Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 


favourite Cuſtomer of mine, Twas he made me a Preſent 
of this Ring. | | 


_- Peach. I have ſet his Name down in the black Liſt, 


that's all, my dear ; he ſpends his Life among Women, and 
as foon as his Money is gone, one or other of his Ladies 
will hang him for the Reward, and tHere's Forty Pounds 
loſt to us for ever. | 

Mrs. Peach. You know, my Cear, I never meddle in 


Matters of Death; I always leave thoſe Affairs to you. 


Women indeed are bitter bad Judges in theſe Caſes, for 
they are fo partial to the Brave, that they think every Man 


| handſome who is going tothe Camp, or the Gallows, 


„ "AIR HII. Cold and Raw, Ee. 


Fa Wench Venus“ Girdle wear, - 
Though fhe be never /o ugly ; 
Lillzes and Roſes will quickly appear, 

Ad ber Face looks wond'rous ſmugly. _ 
Dieneath the Left Ear fo fit for a Cord, 
{A Roſe fo charming a Zone is!) 

The Youth in bis Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 
And wwe cry, there dies an Adonis l 


Bot really, Huſband, you ſhould not be too hard hearted, 
for you never had a finer, braver Set of Men than at pre- 
fent, We have not had a Murder amongſt them all, 


t ĩs a great 
Bleffing. N | 


Peach. What a dickens is the Woman always a whimp- 
ring about Murder for? No Gentleman is ever look'd upon 


1 4 


de worſe for killing a Man in his own Defence ; an 


TS 4m. . 


Bufineſs cannot be carried on without it, what would you 
have a Gendeman do ? | | 4 


Mrs. Peach. What of Beb Booty, Huſband ! I hope no- 
thing bad has betided him, You know, my dear, he's a 


The Buco AA OPERA: - 


Mrs. Peach, If I am in the wrong, my dear, you maſt 


excnſe me, for no body can help the Frailty of an over- 
ſcrupulous Conſcience. _ ev. 

Peach. Murder is as faſhionable a Crime as a Man can 
be guilty of, How many fine Gentlemen have we in 


Newgate every Year, purely upon that Article ! If they - 


have wherewithal to perſuade the Jury to bring it in Man- 
laughter, what are they the worſe for't? So, my dear, 
have done upon this Subject. Was Captain Macheath here 
this — for the Bank Notes he left with you laſt 
Week? | - 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, my dear ; and though the Bank hath 
ſtopt Payment, he was ſo chearful and ſo agreeable! Sure 


there is not a finer Gentleman upon the Road than the 


Captain ! If he comes from Bag ſbot at any reaſonable 
Hour, he hath promiſed to make one this Evening with 
Polly and me, and Bob Booty at a Party of Quadrille. Pray, 
my dear, is the Captain rich? 

Peach. The Captain keeps too $5dd Company ever to 


ndoing. The Man-that propoſes to get Money by Play, 
ſhould have the Education] of a fine — 4 and 
trained up to it from his Youth. 

Mrs. Peach. Really, I am ſorry upon Polh's Account 
the Captain hath not more Diſcretion, What Buſineſs 


hath he to keep Company with Lords and Gentlemen; he 


ſhould leave them to prey upon one another. 


- Peach, Upon Ful) s Account! what the Plague does the 


Woman mean? 


Upon Polly's Account! 


Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl, 


Peach. And what then? 5 


Mrs. Prach. If I have any Skill in the Ways of Women, 


I am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty Man. FLA 
Peach, And what then? You would not be ſo mad to 
have the Wench marry him ! Gameſters and Highwaymen 


are generally very good to their Whores, but they are very 
Devils to cheir Wives. | 


Mrs. Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in Love, how ſhould - 


we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf? Poor Girl, I 
am in the utmoſt Concern bout ker. * 1 
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IO The BxtcGcar's OPERA. 


AIR IV. Why is your faithful Slave diſdain'd, Ce. 
Love the Virgin Heart invade, . | 
' How, like a Moth, the Simple Maid, 
| Still plays about the Flame 
If foon Se be not made a Wife, - 
Her Honour's Ang d, and then for Life, 
She" bar I dare not name. 


Peach. Look ye, Wife, a handſome Wench, in our Wa 


of Buſineſs, is as profitable as at the Bar of a Temple Cof- 


fee Houſe, who looks upon it as her LivelihoMf to grant 
every Li but one. You ſee I would indulge the Girl 
as far as ently we can in any thing but Marriage ! Af-, 


ter that, my dear, how ſhall we be ſafe? Are we not 


then in her Huſband's Power ? For a Huſband hath the ab- 
ſolute Power over all a Wife's Secrets but her own. | If the 
Girl had the Diſcretion of a Court Lady, who can have a 
Dozen young Fellows at her Ear without complying with 
one, I d not matter it, but Po ig Tinder, and a 
Spark will at once ſet her'on a Flame. Married! If the 
Wench does not know her own Profit, ſure ſhe knows her 


on Pleaſure better than to make herſelf a Property! My 


Daughter, to me, ſhould be like a Court Lady to a Mi- 
niſter of State, a Key to the whole Gang. Married! If 
the Affair is not already done, III terrify her from it by the 


Example of her Neighbours. 


Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my dear, you may injure. the 


Girl. She loves to imitate the fine Ladies, and ſhe may 
only allow the Captain Liberties in the View of Intereſt. 


Peach. But tis your Duty, my dear, to warn the Girl 
nt her Ruin, and to in'tru her how-to make the moſt 
her Beauty, T'll go to her this Moment, and fift her; 


in the mean time, Wife, rip out the Coroneis and Marks 


of theſe Dozen of Cambrick Handkerchiefs, for I can 
diſpoſe of them this Afternoon to a Chap in the City. 
SCENE V. © 


| 1 Mr.. Peachum. 
Never was a Man more out, of the Way in an Argu- 


ment than my Huſband! Why muſt our Polly forſooth, 


differfrom her Sex, and love only her Huſband ? __ 
why 


/ 
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The Bxrccar's OPERA. 11 
_ maſt Polly's Marriage, contrary to all Obſervation, 
make her the leſs followed by other Men ? All Men are 
Thieves in Love, and like a Woman the better for being 
another's Property. | 
AIR V. Of all che fimple Things we do, Cc. 
4 Maid is like the Golden Ore, 
Which hath Guineas intrinfical it; 
Whoſe Worth was never knoxwon before 
, It is try d, and impreſid in the Mint. 
A Wift's like a Guined in Gold, 
Stamp d with the Name of ber Spouſe ; 
Now here, now there; is bought or is fold, ' 
And is current in every Houſe, 


SCENE VL 
ts asbl 


Mrs. Peach. Come hither, Filcb, I am as fond of this 
Child, as though my Mind miſgave me he were my own. 
He hath as fine a Hand at picking of Pockets as a Woman, 
and is as nimble fin 4 as 'a Juggler. If an unlacky 
Seſſion does not cut the Rope of thy Life, I pronounce, 
Boy, thou wilt be a great Man in Hiſtory, re Was 
your Poſt latt Night, my Boy? . 

Filch, I ply'd at the Opera, Madam; and, conſidering 
'twas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great 
Hurry in getting Chairs and Coaches, made a tolerable 
Hand on't— Theſe ſeven Handkerchiefs, Madam. 

Mrs. Peach. Colourd ones, I fee. They are of ſure 
Sale from our Warehouſe at Redrif among the Seamen. 

Fileb. And this Snuff Box. | a 


Mrs. Peach. Set in Gold! A pretty Encouragement this, 


to a young Beginner. 

Fileb. q had a fair Tug at a charming Gold Watch, 
Pox take the Taylors for making the Fobs ſo deep and 
narrow?!” It ſtuck by the Way, and I was forced to make 
my Eſcape under a Coach. Really, Madam, I fear I 
ſhall be cut off in the Flower of my Youth, fo that every 
a- now and then (fince I was pumpt) I have Thoughts of 
h, taking up, and going to Ses. | 
id 9 
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12 The BEGGAR'S OPERA. 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hect/ey in- the- Hole, and 
to Marybene, Child, to learn Valour. Thoſe are the Schools 
that have bred” ſo many brave Men. I thought, Boy, by 
this Time, thou hadſt loſt Fear as well as Shame. Poor 
Lad! how little does he know as yet of the Old Bailey! 
For the firſt Fact, I'll inſure thee from ins hang'd 3. and 
going to Sea, Filch, will come Time enough upon a Sen- 
tence of Tranſportation. But now, fince you have nothing 
better to do, een go to your Book, and learn your Cate- 


. - Chiſm; for really a Man makes but an ill Figure in the 


 Ordinary's Paper, who cannot give a ſatisfatory Anſwer 
to his Queſtions. But hark yen, my Lad, Don't tell me 
a Lye; for you know L hate a Lyar. Do you know any 
7 that hath paſſed between Captain Mache ath and our 
Polly ? 


either tell a Lye to you, or to Miſs Polly ; for I promiſed 
her I would nok tell. 


Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of our Family is 


concern'd 

Filch. I ſhall lead a fad Life with Miſs Polly, if ever ſhe 
come to know that I tald you. Beſides, I would not wil- 
lingly forfeit my Honour by betraying any Body. 

Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my Huſband and Poll. 
Come Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own Room, 
and tell me the whole Story: Pll give the a Glaſs of a mol! 
delicious Cordial that I keep for my own drinking. 


SCENE VII. 
Peachum, Polly, 


Pol. I know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to 
make the moſt of myſelf and of my Man too. A Wo- 
man knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath never 
been in a Court, or at an Aſſembly. We have it in our 
Natures, Papa. If I allow Captain Macbeath ſome tri- 
fling Liberties. I have this Watch, and other viſible 
Marks of his Favour to ſhew for it. A Girl, who can- 
not grant ſome Things, and refuſe what is moſt material, 
will make but a — Hand 0. her Beauty, and ſoon be 
thrown upon the Common, 1 
Al 
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AIR, vr. What thall J. do 40 B/ bog mad K 
| love her, S. 


| 75 irgius are ile the fair Flower in its bare, 

Which in the Gardens enamels the Ground; 

| Near it the Bees in play flutter and cluſter, - 
And gaudy Butterflies ff rolick arcund. 

But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring,” - 

\.- ToTKovent-Garden tis fent, (as pet fort, 

Daere fades, and ſprinlt, and grows paſt all enduring, , 

Noir, flinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 

"Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againſt your toying 
and trifling with a Cuſtomer in the Way of Buſineſs, or to 
get out a Secret, or ſo. But if I find out that you have 
play'd the Fool, and are married, you Jade you, ll cut 
your Throat, Hufly. Now or know my AE. | 


1% 1. F:C-B N. E VII 
Peachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachuin, 


8 | 28 
ATR VII. Oh London is a fine Town. 
Mrs. Peachum, in a very great Paſſion. | 


Our Polly i is a fad Slut ! nor r hatds what we hawk ranght ber, 

1 «wonder any, Man alive avill ever rear (a! Daughter ! 

For ſhe muſtdhave Hoods and Gowns, and Hoops to favell her 
Pride, 

With Scat fi. and Bays, and Gloves and Lace; and Bell have 
Men befiae ; 

And rohen eli — with Care and chu. ol ner 

to ad g 

vo- 4. Mer gell fru, 4 | Cacamber jor flngs hf n 

ever Our Polly i @ ſad Slut! Sc 10 4 4 


i. von Baggage? on Hufly! you mebüliderkte ae nad 
| you been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for that 
might have been) your Misfortane; but to do ſuch mad 
Thing by Choice ! The Wench is married, Huſband. x 

Peach. Married! The Captain i is a bold Mad, and will 
riſque any thing fbr Money; to be ſure he believes her a 
*ortune,” BY Yb think 2 Motlier and I ſhowd have 


hv'd 
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fiv'd comfortably fo long together, if ever we had been 
married, you Baggage! - - | 
Mrs. Peach, I knew ſhe was always a proud Slut; ar 
now the Wench has play'd the Fool and married, becauſe 
ſhe wou'd do like the Gentry. Can you fupport the E::- 
e of a Huſband, Huſſy, in Gaming, Drinking, and 

horing ? Have you Money enough to carry on the daily 
Quarrels of Man and Wife about who ſhall ſquander 
moſt? There are not many Huſbands and Wiygs who can 
bear the Charges of plaguing one another in a handſome 
Way. If you muſt be married, cou'd you introduce no- 
body into our Family but a Highwayman ? Why, thou 
foohſh Jade, thou wilt be as ill- us d, and as much neglect- 
ed, as if thou hadſt married a Lord. 

Peach. Let not your Anger,. my Dear, break through 
the Rules of Necency.; for the Captain looks upon himſelf 
in the military Capacity, as a Gentleman by his Profeſſion. 
Beſides what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way 
of getting, or of dying; and both theſe Ways, let me tell 
you, are moſt excellent Chances for a Wife. Tell me, 
Huſfly, are you ruin'd or no? 

- Mrs. Peach. With Pally's Fortune, ſhe might very well 
have gone off to a Perſon, of Diſtinction. Yes, that you 
might, you-pouting Slut! 

Peach. at, is the Wench dumb? Speak, or I! 
make you plead,” by ſqueezing out an Anſwer from you. 
Are you really bound Wife to him, or are yqu only upon 

liking? ? | inches her. 
Pol. Oh! = Screaming. 

Mrs. Peach. How the Mother is to be pitied who hath 
handſome Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, and Lectures of 


- © Morality, are nothing to them: They break through them 


all. They have as much Pleaſure in cheating a Father 
and Mother, as in cheating at Cards. | 

Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are-mar- 
ried, by. Mackheath's keeping from our Houle. 


AIX. VIII. Grim King of the Ghoſts, &c. 
Polly. Can Love be controul'd by Advice? N 

Vill Cupid ar Mothers obey ? 

_ Though a Heart avere as frozen as Ter, | 

bi Flame "tavould have away. --, 
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When he kiſs'd me ſo cloſely he preft, ah 1 
aba Jo fevert that I muſt haue comply d- 
So thought it both /afeft and beſt, | | 
To mar:y, for fear you fpould chide. | | 


Mrs. Peach. Then all the Hopes of our Family are gone 
for ever and ever! __ ; | 

Peach. And Macheath may hang his Father and Mother- 
in-Law, in hopes to get into their Paughter's Fortune. 
Pol. I did not marry him (as 'tis the Faſhion) cool and 
deliberately for Honour or Money. But I love him. 


Mrs. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe! I thought 


the Girl had been better bred. Oh Huſband; Huſband! 
her Folly makes me mad! my Head ſwims! Pm diſtracted! 
I can't ſupport myſelf —— Oh! . hte 

Peach. Lee, Wench, to what a Condition you have re- 
duc'd your poor Mother! a Glaſs of Cordial this Inſtant. 
How the poor Mother takes it to Heart! [Polly goes ont 
and returns with it.] Ah, Huſſy, now this is the only 
Comfort your Mother has leſt! a 

Pol. Give her another Glaſs, Sir; my Mamma drinks 
double the Quantity whenever ſhe'is out of Order. This. 
you ſee, fetches her. 2 

Mrs. Peach, The Girl ſliews ſuch a Readineſs; and fo 
much Concern, that I could almoſt find in my Heart to 


forgive ther. | 


ATR IX. O Jenny, O Fenty, where halt thou been. 
O Polly, you might have toy'4 and hiſt : 
By keeping Men off, you keep them on. + 
Polly. But he fo: tand me, 
And he fo'pleas'd ne, 
bat I did you muſt have done, 


Mrs. Prach. Not with a Highwayman—You ſorry Slut! 
_ Peach. A Word with you Wife. Tis no new Thing 
for a Wench to take a Man without Conſent of Parents. 
You know 'tis the Erailty of Women, my Dear. 

Mrs. Peach, Ves, indeed, the Sex is frail. But the 
ſirſt Time a Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice, 
methinles, for then or never is the time to make her For- 
tune, After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard her- 
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ſelf from being found out, and ſhe may do what ſhe pleaſes. 1 
Peach. Make yourſelf a little eaſy; I have a Thought Fe 
ſhall ſoon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why. ſo melan- hu: 


choly, Pelly ? Since. what is done cannot-be undone, we thi 
muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 
Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly, as far as one Woman can for- Re 
give another, I forgive thee. ——Your Father is too fond tal 
of you, Huſſy. an 
Piol. Then all my Sorrows are at an End. 1 


Ars. Peach. A mighty hkely Speech, in ot, for a 


"TIRE 1 Is juſt married! 


W 
'A I R X. Themas, I eannot, Ce. | - 
D 


Polly. I, like a Ship in Storms was teſt, 
T am afraid to put into Land; 
For feiz'd in the Port t Veſſel's bt, 
. | Whoſe Treaſure is contraband. 
The Waves are laid, 


9 AlF's in my. Poſſeſfion. | 


. 1 „„ Annobay in tother Room; go talk with 

them, Polly; but come to us a ain, as ſoon as they are 

gone. But, hark ye, Child, if tis the Gentleman who 

was here Yeſterday : about the Repeating Watch, ſay, you 

believe we can't get Intelligence of it till To-morrow. 

For I lent it to Sakey Stradale, to make a Figure with it to 

Night at a Tavern in Drury Lane. If Yother Gentleman | 

0 for the Silver-hilted Sword; you know Beetle-brow'd | 
hath it on, and he doth not come from Tunbriage 0 
ue/day Night, ſo that it cannot be had till then. 


3 SCENE IX, | 
| 'Peachum, Mrs.Peachum, > 


e Dear Wife, be a little paciſied. Don't let your 


Paſſion run away with your Senſes. Polly, 1 Saut you, 
has done à raſn 1 ; 1 
, s. 


The BEOOAR'S OPERA, 17 
Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an Intrigue with the 
Fellow, why the very | beſt Families have excuſed and 
huddled up a Frailty of that Sort. Tis Marriage, Huſband, 
that makes it a Blemiſh. © — 
Peach. But Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for 
Reputations ; there is not a Spot, or Stain, but what it can 
take out. A rich Rogue-now-a-days is fit Company for 
any Gentleman; and the World, my Dear, hath not ſuch 
a Contempt for Roguery, as you imagine. I tell you, 
Wife, I can make this Match turn to our Advantage. 


f Macheath is worth Money, but I am in doubt whether he 
hath not two or three Wives already; and then if he ſhould 
die in a Seſſion or two, Polly's Dower would come into 
Diſpute. | | F 1 

HFrach. That, indeed, is a Point which ought to be 
conſider'd. | | en! 


AIR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
A Fox may fieal your Hens, Sir, 
A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
Your Daughter rob your Cheft, Sir, 
Your Wife. may fleal your Reft; Sir, 

„ 5; A Thief your Goods and Plate. 

| But this is all but picking, 
With Reft, Pence, .Cheft and (Chicken; 
Mt ever wat decreed, Sir, 
Tf Lawyer's Hand is fee'd, Sir, 
He fleals your whole Eftate. 


The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe in our Way. 
They don't care that any Body ſhould get a clandeſtine 
Livelihood but themſelves, = ee 


- — $CENE' x. 
| Mrs. Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 
Pol. Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a D 
ö 1 6g Curtain, a Hoi , y of Sitver 
andleſticks, a Perriwig, and one Silk Stocking from the 
Fire that happen d laſt Night. a | 
- $$ B. 3 
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Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, Huſband, that Captain 
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oop Petticoat, a Pair of Silver 


Peach. 
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Peach. There is not a Fellow that is cleverer in his 
as and ſaves more Goods out of the Fire than Ned. 

t now, Polly, to your Affair; for Matters myſt not be 
left as they are. Vou are married then, it ſeems ? "Ii; 

Pol. Yes, Sir. 

Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, Child? 
3 Like other Women, Sir, upon the Inguſiry of my 
Huſban 

Mrs. Pegch. What is the Wench turn'd Fool? A High- 
wayingn s Wife, like a Soldier's, hath as little of his Pay 
as of his Company. 


Peach. And had-not you the common Views of Gentle- | 
women in your Marriage, Polly ? 


Poel. I don't know what you mean, Sir. 

Peach. Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. B 

Fol. But I love him, Sir; ho then could IJ have 
Thoughts of parting with him ? 


Peach, Parting with him! Why, that is the whole Scheme | 


and Intention of Marriage Articles. The comfortable 


Eſtate of Widow-hood, is the only Hope that keeps up a 


Wife's Spirits. Where is the Woman would ſcruple to be 
a Wife, if ſhe had it in her Power to be a Widow when- 
ever ſhe pleas'd? If you have any Views of this ſort, Poll. 
I ſhall think the Match not ſo unreaſonable. 

Pol. How I dread to hear your Advice! vet I muſt beg 
you to explain yourſelf. 

Peach. Secure what he hath got; have him peach'd 
the next Seſſions, and then at once 95 are made a rich 


Widow. 


Pol. What ' murder the Man I love! The Blood runs 


cold at my Heart, with the very Thought of 4 2. 


Peach, Pie, Polly! What hath Murder to Ya As 
fair ? Since the Thing ſooner or later muſt * 

dare ſay, the Captain himſelf would like that we Mould 
get the Reward of his Death ſooner than a Stranger. Why, 
Poli 55 the Captain knows that tis his Employment to rob; 


0 *tis ours to take Robbers; every Man in his Buſineſ:. 


So that there is no Malice in the Caſe. 
Mrs. Peach, Ay, Huſband, now et have wick'd the 
only N 


4 


ver make me forgive ber. 


AIR 


f 


0 
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AIR Xi. Now poder well, ye Parents dear 


a Polly. O ponder well! be not ſevere; 
So ſawe @ wretched Wife ! 
For on the Rope that hangs my dear, 
Depend; poor Polly's Life. 8 85 
N | 
Mrs. Peach. But your Duty to your Parents, Huch 
; obliges you to hang him. What would many a Wite give 
4 for fach an Opportunity? 
Pol. What is a Jointure? What is Widowhood to me: 
When I know in my Heart I cannot ſurvive him ? 


AIR XIII. Le printemps rapelle aux armes. 
The Turtle thus with plainti ve Crying, 
e Her Lever dying ; N 
De Turtle thus with plaintive Crying, 
Laments her Doe; 


Deoxn foe drops quite ſpent 'with Sighing, 
Pair'd in Death, as pair d in Love. 


Thus, Sir, will it happen to your poor Polly, 

Mrs. Peach. What is' the Fool in Love in en 
I hate thee for being particular: Why, Wench, thou art 
a Shame to thy very Sex. 

Pol. But hear me, Mother——if you ever lov'd — 

Mrs. Peach, Thoſe curſed Nlay Books. ſhe reads have 
heen her Ruin. One Word more, Huſſy, and I hall 
knock your Brains out, if you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the Way, Polly, for * of Miſ- 
chief, and conſider what is propos'd to your 

Mrs. Peach. Away, Huſſy, hang 8 Huſkand, and 
be dutiful. 


— - 


5 _— ; * , 1 " 4 
* l X 


LW moe 


SCENE XI. 


Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. [ Polly. A ning. 
. Mrs. Peach. The Thing, Huſband, muſt and ſhall be 
done. For the ſake of Intelligence we muſt take other Me- | | 
de thods, and have him peach'd the next Seffions without her ; 
d Conſent. If ſhe will not know her Duty, we know ours. © | © þ | 
Peach. But really, my dear, it grieves one's Heart to / 1 
1 take off great Man. "Mat I Bra- 
Very, 
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20 Tie BEOOAR'Ss OPERA. | 
very, his fine Stratagems, how much we have already got 
by him, and how much more we may get, methinks I 
can't find in my Heart to have a Hand in his Death. I 
- wiſh: you could have made Polhj undertake it. 
Mrs. Peach. But in a Caſe of Neceſſity 
own Lives are in Danger. - 
Peach. Then, indeed, we muſt comply with the Cuſtoms 
of:the World, and make Gratitude give way to Intereſt, 
le ſhall. be taken off, | oo * 
Mrs. Peach. I'll undertake to manage: Polly: 
Peach. And III prepare Matters for the Oli Bailey. 


SCENE XII. 
; | . Polly. 

Now I'm a Wretch, indeed Methinks, I'fee him 
already in the Cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the Noſe- 
gay in his Hand I hear the Croud extolling his Re- 
ſolution and Intrepidity ! What Vollies of Sighs are 
ſent from the Windows of Halborn, that ſo comely a Youth 
ſhould be brought to Diſgrace!—TI fee him at the Tree! 
The whole Circle are in Tears!—even [Butchers weep.! 
Fack Ketch himſelf hefitates to perform his Duty, and would 
be glad to loſe his Fee by a Reprieve. What then will 
become of Polly {/\——As yet I may inform him of their 
Defign, and aid him in his Eſcape It ſhall be ſo 
But then he flies, abſents himſelf, and I bar myſelf from 
his dear, dear Cenverſation !- That too will diſtract me.— 
If he keeps out of the 41 my Papa and Mama may in 

Time relent, and we may be happy. —If he ſtays he is 


{ 


hang'd,” and then be is loſt for ever! — He intended to lie 


conceal'd in my Room till the Duſt of the Evening: If 
they are abroad, I'Ił this Inſtant let him out, left ſome Ac- 
cident ſhould prevent him. | [ Exit, and returns. 


SCENE XII. 
| Polly, Macheath. 
AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot ſay —— 
Mach. Prei Polly /ay, _ | 


When I was away, 


al. ae ans «tv 


| N 

The BROGOAR'Ss OPR Ra: 21 c | 1 
Polly. Without Diſęuiſo, , 

| Heaving Sighs, | 

Doating Eyes, 9+ | 

My conſtant Heart di ene, | FR 
Fi.ndih let my loll! | 

Mach. O pretty, pretty Poll. . 


Pal. And are you as fond as ever, my dear? 

Mach. Suſpect my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpect any 
thing but my Love May my Piſtols miſs Fire, and 
my Mare op her Shoulder while Lan purſued, if J ever 
forake thee ! 

Pol. Nay, my dear, I have no Reaſon ito. doubt you, MN 
for I find in the Romance you lent * none 9 e great 2. 
Heroes was ever falſe in Love. 6 


AIR XY. Pray, al 
Mach. My Heart aut % 
= 2 like the | — 
Polly Paſfon requited; 4 | 
1 fipt each Flower, os . 94 
8 1 chang'd cg Hour, 0 4 
Dt But here ev'ry Flower is united. of . 
pol. Were you ſentenc'd to Tranſportation, ſure, my 
dear, you could not leave me behind you - could yon? 
Mach, Is there any Power, any Forte, that could tear 
me from thee?" You might ſooner tear che Penſion out of 
the Hands of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty 
Woman from a Looking Glaſs, or apy. Woman from 
Quaarille.- But to tear me from impoſſible. 


A IN . Oe ve ahigpt 7 
Mere 1 laid on Greenland's 2 — 4 Dy 
And in my Arms embrac d my. Lai; 
-Warm' amidft eternal Froft, 1 | 
Tos ſoon the Half Year's Night . 1 | 
Pally, Were I fald on Indian Soil, | f 
', - Boon as the burning Day war _ 
* [- could: mock the ſultry Tail, NIV 
nden on my Charmer's Breaft votes. 
Mach. And J ms love Hen all the Day, 
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Polly. Every Night would kife and play, 
Mach. F awith me you'd fondly firay, 
Polly. Over the Hills and far atvay. - 


Pol. Yes, I would go with thee, Butoh!— how ſhall 
I ſpeak it? I muſt be torn from thee, We muſt part. 

Mach. How! part! 

Polly. We muſt, we muſt My Papa and Mama are 
ſet againſt thy Life. They now, even now, are in Search 
after thee. | They are preparing Evidence againſt thee. 
Thy Life depends upon a Moment. 


AIR XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn Thing— 
O what Pain it is to part? . 
Can I leave thee, can I leave thee? + 
O. what Pain it is to part? 
- Ta thy Polly ever leave thee? 
But 133 my. Love ſhould thwart, © 
* ing thee to the fatal Cart, 
hus I tear thee' from my bleeding Heart? 
y hence, and let me leave. thee. 


One Kiſs and then—one Kiſs—be, gone - farewe). 


Mach. My Hand; my Heart, my dear, is fo rivetted to 


thine, that I eannot unlooſe my Hold. 


Pol, But my Papa may intercept thee, and then I ſhould 
loſe the very glimmering of Hope. A few Weeks, perhaps, 


may reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly hear from thee ? 


ach. Muſt I then go? | | 
_ Pol. And will not aÞſence change your Love? 
Mach. If you doubt it, let me ſtay - and be hang'd. 
Pol. O ho ! How I tremble! — Go=—but 
u Leave, yon) will be ſute to ſee me 


ul! then Poll is wretched. ; 
AIR XVII. o the Broom, c. 


Mach. The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees, {Parting and looking 


Which he's oblig'd to pay; back at each other 

With \Sighs refigns it by Degrees, with Fondneſs, he at 

And fears tis gone for aye. one Door, ſhe at the 
NY HE PAK Ns other. 


Polly. 
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Polly.. The Bay, thus. «when his Sparrow's hun, 
Dye Bird in Silence flies; 
But ſoon as out of Sight, tis gone,. 
W hints, n Jobs ant Cres. 


4 


— — — 
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ACT u. SCENE. U 


4 ere near” Newgate. 


emmy Twitcher, Crook ſinger'd Jack, Wat 325 | 

, Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Paddington, 
Mat of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reft of the Gang 
at the Table, with Wine, Branty and 7. obaces. | 


Ben UT pr'ythee, Mat, what is become of thy 
Brother Tom? I have not ſeen him fince my 
Return from Tranſportation. 

Mat, Poor Brother Tom had an Accident this Time 
Twelve-month, and fo clever a' made Fellow he was that 
I could not fave him from thoſe fleaing Raſcals the Sur- 
goonsy and now, poor Man, he is among the dern at 
Surgeons Hall. 

en. $0 it ſeems his Time was come. 

Tem But the preſent Time is ours,, and no Body ans. 
hath more. Why, are the Laws levell'd at us? are we. 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of Mankind ? What we win, 
Gentlemen, is our. own by the Law of Arms, and the 
Right of Conqueſt. | 

Crook. Where ſhall we find ſuch another Set of practical 
Philoſophers, who to a Man are above the Fear ot Death? 4 

Mat. Sound Men, and true! 

| Robin, Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable Induſtry! 

Ned. Whois fot here that wou'd not die for his Friend ! 

Har. Who is * here that would Morey him for-his 
Intereſt ? 

| Mat. Show mea Gan of 8 $ that can ſay as much. 

Ben. We are for a juſt Partition of the World, for every 
Man hath a Right to enj Lanark 

Mat. We retrench the ities of Mankind. The 
World is avaritious, _ hate Avarice. A covetous 
N like a Jackdaw, ſteals what he never was made to 

| enjoys | 


24 - The Bxooar's OPER A. 
enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the Robbers of 
Mankind; for Money was made for the free-hearted and 
generous; and where is the Injury of taking from another, 
what he hath not a Heart to make uſe of? 

Jem. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day are fixt. Good 
N All. r | 


AIR NX. Fill e iy Glas, 64. 
** Fill c Glo or Wine nur , 
And fires Fo L 


# ths 
WY 4 


ited 


; 
| | nr — Leve 2 Jey. . _ it 
| 3 nomen and Wine Gould Li eee .. 
Ts there ought elle on Earth. een Neu r 
Can rt e 2 Glaſs, &c. : 
, Hf < E N E . 3 A. 
25 them enter 'Macheath: 752 2 


Math Gentlemen, well met. My Nest Ruth been 
with you this Hour; but an unexpeted Aﬀeir hath. de- 
3 __ me. No purge 5 beg you | 

3 We were juſt breaking u to D 

Am 74 have the sor of lee . e e 
this Evening upon the Heath? 1 Pm a Dram now and 
thth with the Stage Coachmen in the way of Priendſhip, 
and Intelli e; and I know that about this Time there 
wilt be Paſſengers upon the Weſtern Road, WhO are worth 
— with. 

Mach. I was to have been of that Party.—but— 

Mur. But What, Sir? þ 

Mach. Is there any Man who fufpect ET 2 

Mu. We have all been Wieneſſes fy 2-5 

| Mach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang? 

Mat. Tikbe anfwerable for it. | 

Mach. In the Diviſion of our Booty have f erer A en 
te leaſt Marks of Avarice' or Injuſlice? 

* 1 Queſtions, rng gene de hire 
you. N of us ſuſpected ? 5 * 
ach. 1505 a fd Confidence, Gentlemen, i 
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The Bxocar's OPERA. 25 
Matt. Is he about to play us any, foul Play? Pll ſhoot 


Him through the Head. 


Mach, I beg you, Gentlemen, act with Conduct and: 
Diſcretion. A Piſtol is your laſt Reſort. 

Mart. He knows nothing of this Meeting. | | 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him: He is a. 
Man that knows the World, and is a neceſſary Agent to 
us. We have had a ſlight Difference, and till it is accom- 


| modated, I ſhall be oblig'd to keep out of his Way. Any 


private Diſpute. of mine fhall be of no ill Conſe 
my Friends. You muſt continue to act under his DireQions, 
for the Moment we break looſe from bim, our Gang is 
ruin'd. 

Matt. As a Bawd to a Whore, I grant you, he is to us. 
of great Convenience. 


ach. Make him believe I have quitted the Gang, 


which I can never do but with my Life. At our private 


Quarters. I will continue to meet you. A Week. or To will 
probably reconcile us. 


Matt. Your Inſtructions ſhall be. obſerv d. "Tis now 


high Time for us to repair to our ſeveral Duties; fo till 


the Evening at our Quarters at Moorfields, we bid you 
farewel. 


Mach. I ſhall. wiſh myſelf with you. Succeſs» attend | 


you. [Sits down melancholy at the Table. 


| ATR XX. March in Rinaldo, with Drums and Trumpet. 


Matt. Let us take the Road. - 
Hark ! I hear the Sound of Coaches ! 
| bi be Hour of Attack approaches ; N 
. "Fee the Bail 1 hold? 
Let Chymiſts toil like Afr, 
Our Fire their Fire ſurpaſſer,.- 
And turn all our Lead to Gold. 


[The Gang rang'd in the Front” of the Stage, 


„ Joad their , e them under Wei, 
| 8 the firſt Part in 
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Drury Lane would be uninhabited. 


| know, Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the- Hole for 


of them are below, for I hear the Bat- Bell. As they come 


& - 
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SCENE Ill. 
ITS Macheath; Drawer. | 
Mach. What a Fool is a fond Wench! Poly is moſt 
confoundedly bit.— I love the Sex. And a Man who 


loves Money, might as well be contented with one 


Guinea, as I with one Woman. The Town hath been 


as much oblig'd to me, for recruiting. it with free hearted 


Ladies, as to any Recruiting Officer in the Army, If it 
were not for us, and the other Gentlemen of the Sword, 


ATR XXI. Would you have a young Virgin, Cc. 
Tf the Heart of a Man is dipreſi d with Cares, 
The Miſt is dijpelld when a Woman appears 3 

Like the Notes of a Fidele fe feeetly, faverth,. 

Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears; 

Roſes and Lillies her Cheeks diſclaſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than theſe, 
woe © +6 thay 

Careſs her, 

With Blifſes, 

4 Her Kiſſes. | 

Diffelve us i Pleaſure and fofi Repoſe. 


.. 


- 


I muſt have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind 
like them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a Cordial for the 


Time. Drawer Eater Drawer. ] Is the Porter gone 
for all the Ladies according to my Directions. | 
Drawer. I expect him hack every Minute. But you 


three of the Ladies; for one in Vingar- Tard, and for the 
reſt of them ſomewhere about Meet aner- Lane. Sure ſome 


I will ſnew them up. Coming, Coming. 

1 SCENE IV. 

Macheath, Mit. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Met. Slammekin, Suky Tawdry, 
and Molly Brazen. | | I 2. ü 
Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. You 

look charmingly To-day. I hope you don't uy the 
17 7. 2 ü pairs 


* 


= * 
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Repairs of Quality, and lay on Paint Dolly Trull! 
kiſs me, you Slut; are you as amorous as ever, Huſly ? 
You are always ſo taking up with ſtealing Hearts, that you 
don't allow yourſelf Time to ſteal any thing elſe—— Ah, 
' Dolly, thou wilt never be a Coquette !——— Mrs. Vixen, 
I am yours, I always lov'd a Woman of Wit and Spirit; 
they make charming Miſtreſſes, but plaguy Wives. 
Betty Doxy Come + hither, Huſſy, Do you drink as hard 
as ever? Vou had better ſtick to good wholeſome Beer.; 
for in Truth, Betty, Strong-Waters will in Time ruin 
your Conftitution. /You ' ſhould leave thoſe to your Bet- 
ters. What! and my pretty Jenny Diver too! As 
prim and demure as ever! There is not any Prude, though 
ever ſo high bred, hath a more ſanctifyd Look, with a 
more miſchievous Heart. Ah! thou art a dear artful 
Hypoerite. Mrs. Slammetin ! as careleſs and genteel 
as ever! all you fine Ladies, who know your own Beauty, 
affect an Undreſo. But ſee, here's Suky Tawiry come 
to contradict what I was faying. Every thing ſhe gets one 
way ſhe lays out upon her Back. Why, Sky, you muſt 
keep at leaſt a dozen Tallymen. Brazen! | ſhe 
_ kiſſer him.] That's well done. I love a free-hearted Wench. 
Thou haſt a moſt agreeable Aſſurance, Girl, and art as wil- 
ling as a Turtle — But fark! I hear Mufick. The 
Harper is at the Door. 1f Mufick be the Food of Love, play 
on. E're you ſeat yourſelves, Ladies, what think you of 
a Dance? Come. in. [ Enter Harper. ] Play the French Tune 
{that Mrs. Slammetin was ſo fond of. 1 | 
£14 Dance a la mode in the French Manner; near the Eu 
of it this'Song and Chorus. | 


11 AIR XXII. Cotillon. 
Nu the Seaſon made for Joys, © 
Tove is then'our Duty; e 
be alone who that employs, . / 
Well deſerves her Beauty. 1 
Let's be gay, 

_ While we may, 10 
Vea a Flower agſpidd in Den. 
Toeuthi the San, &c. e 
Let us drink and ſport to Bay, | 

Ours is not To-morrow. | ; - F 
+ C 2 * Le / © 


_ . «eaſy Conveyance. 


28 The Bzocar's OPER a, 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Ae is nought but Sorrow. 

Dance and fing, 
Tine on the Wing, 

Life never knows the Return of Spring. 
Chorus. Let us drink, &C. I% 

Mach. Now, pray Ladies, -take your Places. Here, 
Fellow. [pays the Harper.] Bid the NG bring us more 
Wine. [Exit Harper.] If any of the Ladies chuſe Gin, I 
hope they will be ſo free as to call for it. 

Jen. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 


5 enough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink firong Waters 
but when have the Cholick. 


Mach. Juſt the Excoſe of the fine Ladies! Why, a Lady | 


of Quality is never without the Cholick, I hope, Mes Coaxtr, 
you have had good Succeſs of late in your Viſits among the 
Mercers. : 
Coax. We have had ſo many Interlopers——— Yet with 
Induſtry, one may ſtill have a little Picking. I carried a 


Silver flower'd Luteſtring, and a Piece of black Padeſoy, 
Ogle of a Rattle-- 


to Mr. Peachum's Lock but laſt Week. 

Fix. There's Polly Brazen hath the 
Snake. She riveted à Linnen-Draper's Eye fo faſt upon 
her, that he was nick'd of three Pieces of CO Js 
be could look off. 

Brax. Oh dear, Madam — ſure nothing can 
come up to your handling of Laces! And then you have 
ſuch a ſweet deluding Tongue! To cheat a Man is no- 
thing ; but the Woman muſt have fine Parts indeed, who 
cheats a Woman! 

Vix. Lace, Madam, lies in a ſmall Compaſs, and is of 
But you are apt, Madam, to think too 
well of your Friends. 

Coax. If any Woman hath more Art chan another,- to 
be ſure, tis Jenny Diver. Though her Fellow be never ſo 


agreeable, ſhe can pick his Pocket as coolly, as if Money 
were her only Pl 


9 ns uncommon in a Woman ! 


Fen. | mm the Tavern with a Man, but in the | 


View of Buſin I have other. Hours, and other ſort 
IP for my Pleaſure, But had I your Addreſs, Ma- 


ure. Now that is a Command of the 


Mas. 


_ 


The BtEccar's OPERA. 29 
Mach. Have done with your Compliments, Ladies; and 
drink about: You are not ſo fond of me, Jenny, az you 
uſed to be. n | | | 
Jen. 'Tis not ſo convenient, Sir, to ſhew my Fondneſs * 
among ſo many Rivals, "Tis your own Choice, and not 

the Warmth of my Inelination, that will determine you. 


AIR XXIII. All ina miſty Moraing, &c. 


_Befeire the Barn Door crowing, 
De Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around him throwing, 
_ Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
. Then one he fing/es from the Crew, 
And chears the happy Hen; f 
With: how do you de, and hew do you do, 
5 And how do you do again, 
Math Ah, Jenny! theu art .a dear Slut. 
Trull. Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping? , 
Tawd. I hope, Madam. I han't been ſo long upon the 
Town, but I have met with ſome good Fortune as well as 
my Neighbours. - +. 4 | 
Trull. Pardon me, Madam, I meant no Harm by the _ 
Queſtion ; 'twas only in the way of Converſation. 
Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, I 
might have liv'd very handſomely with my laſt. Friend. But 
upon his miſſing five Guineas, he turn'd me off. Now 
ever ſuſpected he, had counted them. i ' 

Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your beſt fort 
of Keepers ? ; 

Trull. That, Madam, is heceafter as they be. 

| Slam, I, Madam, was once kept by a Jew, and bar- + 

ing * Religion, to Women they are a good fort of 

"eople. | fore T A 
Tre,” Now for my Part, I own I like an old Fellow; 

or we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Vix. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tell you, Ladies, is no 

|| Thing, they bleed ſreely. I have ſent at leaſt two or 

hree Dozen of them in my Time to the Plantations. 

Jen, To be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good Fortune as you 
_ had upon the Road, you muſt be grown immenſely 
16; „ 

| C3 


. 


("$5 Mach. 


30 The Bxccar's OE RA. 
Mach. The Road, indeed, hath done me Juſtice ; but 
the Gaming-Table hath been * Ruin. 


A IR _— When once lay with another Man's 
Wife, e. 


p 3 The a and Lawyers are Jugglerr ak 
F they meddle, your All is in Danger, 
Like Gypfies, if once they can finger a Souſe, 
Dur Pockets they, pick, and they pilfer your Houſe, 
And give your Eftate to a 8. 9 


A Man of Coney ſhould never put any thing to the 
Riſque but his Life. Theſe are the Tools of a Man of 
Honour. Cards and Dice are only fit for cowardly Cheats, 


Who prey upon their Friends. [She takes up his Piſtel. 


Tawdry takes up the other. 
Tawd. This, Si- is fitter for your Hand. Beſides, your 
Loſs of Money, tis a Loſs to the Ladies; Gaming takes 
2 off from Women. Ho fond could I be of you !— 
ore Company tis ill bred. - 
Mach. Wanton Huſlys. 
Jen. I muſt and will have a Kiſs, to give my Wine a 
Zeſt. [They take him about the Neck, and make Signs to 
Peachum, 424 Conflables, 00 ruſh in * him. 


SCENE V. 
To them Peichum nd Corflabler, 


Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my Priſoner. 


Mach, Was this well done, Jenny *—— Women are de- 


: coying Ducks; who can truſt them! Beaſts, Jades, Jilts, 
Harpies, Furies, Whores! 


Peach. Your Caſe, Mr, Macheath, is not particular. The 

; greateſt Heroes have been ruin'd by Women. But, to do 
them Juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of Creatures, 
if we could truſt them. .You muſt now, Sir, take your Leave 
of the Ladies, and if they have a Mind to make you a Vitit, 
the 8 ſure to find you at Home. This Gentleman 
s, lodges in. Newgate,” Conſtables, n the 
Copa, Þ.to his . | a W n 


\ x - 
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AIR XXV. When firſt I laid Siege to my Cbloric, kee. 


Mach. At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with. Pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all Kinds of Ill, 1 
I ſhall find no ſuch Furies as theſe are. 78 
Peach. Ladies, I'll take Care the Reckoning ſhall be 
diſcharged. ** 
[Ex. Macheath, guarded auith Peachum and Conſfabler. 


SCENE VI. The Wonun remain. \- 


Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peasbum may 
have made a private Bargain with you and Sukey Tawdry, - 
for n Captain, as we were all aſſiſting, we 
-ought all to ſhare alike. | 2 

Coax. I think Mr. Peachum, efter ſo long an Acquaint- 
ance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver, 

Slam, I am ſure at leaſt three Men of his hanging, and 
in a Year's Time too (if he did me juſtice) ſhould be ſet 
down to my Account. | 

Trull Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair, for you know | 

one of them was taken in bed with me. 

Jen. As far as a Bowl of Punch, or a Treat, I believe 
Mrs. Sukey will join with me — As ſor any ching: elſe, 
Ladies, you cannot in Conſcience expect ĩt. 

Slam. Dear Madam q 

Trull. I would not for the World : | 

Slam. Tis impoſſible for me—— . © % 

Trull, As I hope to be ſav'd. Madam | 

Slam. Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all Night 
Trull. Since you command me. 


[Excunt, with great Ceremony. 5 


8 EN E VII. Newgate: 5 
Lockit, 'Twrnkeys, Macheath, Conflabler, = : 
Lockit. Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have. - 
2 bes a Lodger of mipe this Year and half. You know ... 
the Cuſtgin, Sir, Garniſh, Captain, Garniſh,, Hand me 
down tho Fetters there. 


— 


m4 


32 The BEOOGAR'S OPERA. 
- $i Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Lockit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of the 
Ef whole Sett. With. your Leave, I ſhould like the further 
5 Pair better.. AE . 
|  - Tock. Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteſt for our 
*Priſoners. When a Gentleman uſes me with Civility, I al- 
| ways do the beſt I can to pleaſe him Hand them down, I 
ſay We have them of all, Prices, from one Guinea to ten; 
And *tis fitting every Gentleman'ſhould pleaſe himſelf. | 
Mach. I underſtand you, Sir. [Gives Money.) The Fees 
: here are ſo many, and fo exorbitant, that few Fortunes can 
| bear the Expence of petting off handſomely, or of dying 
* like a Gentleman. 25 
| | Lock. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the Captain better—Take 
5 down the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir, — 
ja Never was better Work—How genteelly they are made! 
| — They will fit as eaſy as a-Glove, and the niceſt Man 
in England might not be aſham'd to wear them. [He puts on 
| - the Chains.) If I had the beſt-Gentleman in the Land in 
| my Cuſtocy, I could not equip him more handſomely. 
| And ſo, Sir, I now leave you to your private Meditations. 


SCENE VIII. Macheath. 72 
AIR XXVI. Courtiers, Courtiers, thinꝶ it no harm, Se. 
Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun; 4 
May, fome have cui the Doctor Pill; 
bo takes a: Woman. muſt. be undone, 
That Bafiliſe is fure 10 hill, 
= wv The Fly that fips Treacie is loſt im the Seweets, 
VE So he that tafter N man, Woman, Woman, 
1 He that taftes Woman, Ruin meets. \ 
oF To what a woful Plight have I brought myſelf ! Here muſt 
'Þ I (all Day Jong, till I am-hang'd be confin'd to hear the 
Reproaches of a Wench who lays her Ruin at my Door. 


Jam in the Cuſtody of her Father, and to be ſure if he 
knows of the Matter, I ſha!! have a fine Time on't betwixt 
this and my Execution, — But I promis'd the Wench Mar- 
riage— What fignifies a Promiſe to a Woman ? does not 


Man in Marriage promiſe a Hundred Things that he never 
means to perform? do all we can Women will believe us; * 
for they look upon a Promiſe as an Excuſe for following le 
their own Inclinations. — But here comes Lucy, and I can» l 


7 not get from her. Wou'd I were deaf! | 


SCENE 


We BEGGARS OPERA 33 
.SCENE IX, Macheath, Lucy. 988 
Lucy. You baſe Man you how can you look me 

in the 1 * after what hath paſt between us See 

here, perſidious Wretch, how I am mr. to bear about 
that Load of Infamy you have laid u me ©. 

Macheath ! thou haſt robb'd me of my 1 ſee 

thee tortur'd would give me Pleaſure. 


AIR XXVII. A lovely Laſs to à Friar came, Ec. 


'T hus when a good Houſewife fees a Rat 
In her Trap in the Morning taken, 
With Pleaſure her Heart goes pit a pats 
In Revenge for the Loſs of her Races; ; 
. Then be throws him 
To the Dog or Cat, 
To be worry'd, cruſb d, and ſhaken. 


Mach. Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, my dear 
„„ n 

Lucy. A Huſband! 
Mach. In every Reſpect but the Form, and that, my 
dear, may be faid over us at any Time Friends ſhould 
not infiſt upon Ceremonies. From a Man of Honour, his 
ord is as good as his Bond. 


Lucy. *Tis the Pleaſure of you fine Men to infult the 
omen ye have ruin'd. 


AIR XXVIII. *Twas wher the Sea was roaring, Oc. 


How eruel are the Traytors, 
No lie and favear in Teſt; 
To cheat unguarded. Creatures 
/ Virtue, Fame, and Ref: f 
Whoever fleals.a Shilling, 
Through Shame the Gul conceals ; 
In Love 4. ur Villain 
With Boafts the Theft reveals. 


Mach. The very firſt Opportunity, my Aer (have 


— * you ſhall by my Wife in whatever Manner you 
ea 


Lucy, Laſinuating Monbier! and ſo you think I know 
nothing 


/ 


j 34 We BzGOAR's OrERA. 
WA | | nothing of the Affair of Miſs Polly Peachum, 
= tear thy Eyes out! 


I could 


17 1 Mach. Sure, Lucy, you cannot be ſuch a. Fool as to be 
BY , Jealous of Poly? 
| L. Are you not married to her, you Brute, you ? 
| Mach. Married! Very good. The Wench gives it out 
| only to vex thee, and ruin me in thy good Opinion. Tis | 
true, I po to the Houſe, I chat with the Girl, I kiſs her, 
T fay a Thouſand Things to her (as all Gentlemen do) | 
| that mean nothing, to diyert myſelf; and now. the filly | 
| Jade. hath ſet it about that I am married to. her, to let me ; 
know what ſhe would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy, theſe bi: 
| violent Paſſions may be of ill r to a Woman in 
| 8 your Condition, 
n Lucy. Come, come Captain, for all your Aſſurance, you. 
_ Se know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of 56 Power to do me 
the Juſtice you promiſed me. 
| Mach. A jealous Woman believes every Thing her Paſ- Þ 
'fion ſuggeſts. To convince you of: my Sincerity, if we can 
find the Ordinary, I-ſhall'bave no Scruples of making you; 
— wea_ and Tknow the Conſequence of . two at 
A Lime. 
Lucy. That you are only to be and ſo. get rid 
of them both. or 3 2 | 
- "Mach, I am ready, my dear Lucy, Wnt give you Satisfac- BF « 
tion; can a Man of Honour ſay, more? 
Lucy. So then it ſeems you are not married to Miſs Polh. 
Mach. You know, Lucy, the Girl is prodigiouſly con- 
ceited. No Man can ſay. a civil Thing to her, but (like 
other fine Ladies) her Vanity makes her think he's her 
own for ever and ever. . | 
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AIR XXIX. The Sun has ler his weary Teams, 2 


The firſt Time at the Looking Glaſs 
The Mother /ets her Daughter, 
' The Image Pyro the ſmiling Laſs 
: With Self love ever after. 
Each Tims ſhe. looks, ſbe fonder grown, 
_ _ Thinks every Charm grows ſtronger, 
But alas, wain Maid, all. Eyes but your n, 
Can ſee. pon are not younger. * Wh 
When 
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The B:xcoar's Oren 35 
When Women conſider their own Beauties, they are all 
alike unreaſonable in their Demands ; for they expect their 
Lovers ſhould like them as long as they like themſelves. 
* Lucy. Yonder is my Father — perhaps this way we may 


light upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try if you will be as 
od as your Word, —For I long to be made an honeſt: 


oman. 
$CEN-E X. 
Peachum, Lockit with. an Account Book, 


Lock. In this laſt Affair, Brother Peachum, we are agreed; 
you have conſented to go halves in Macheath. 

Peach. We ſhall-never fall out about an Execution—But 
as to this Article pray how ſtands our laſt Vear's Account? 

Lock. If you will run your Eye over it, you'll find 'tis 
fair and clearly flared. | . 

Peach. This long Arrear of the Government is very: 
hard upon us! can it be expected that we ſhould hang our 
Acquaintance for nothing, when our Betters will hardly 
ſave theirs without being paid for it. Unleſs the P 
in Employment pay better, I promiſe them for the future 
I ſhall let other Rogues live beſides their own. 

Lock, Perhaps, Grother, they are afraid theſe Matters _— 
may be carried too far. We are treated too by them with: 1 
Contempt, as if our Profeſſion were not reputa 


N 


Peach. In one reſpect, indeed, our Employment may be 1 
reckon'd diſhoneſt, becauſe, like great Stateſmen, we en- "2 
courage thoſe who betray their Friends. X ..- 

Laa. Such uage, Brother, any where elſe, might 
turn to your Prejudice, Learn to be more guarded, I boy 
AIR XXX. How happy are we, Ac. 
M ben you cem ſure the Age, | 
Be cautious and ſage, © = 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be- {1 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, | of 
"Tis fo pat to all the Tribe, 
Each cries —— That a. level d at me. 


| 
- LY 
Peach. Here's por Ned Clincher's Name I ſee. Sure, 139 
Brother Lockir, | there was à little unfair Proceeding in 
nen Ne Caſe ; for he told me in the Condemned Hold, = 


— 


— 
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for Value received, you-had promiſed him a Seſſion or two 


longer without Moleſtation. 
\ Lock. Mr. Peachum.— This is the firſt Time my Honou 
was ever called in queſtion. 
Peach. Buſineſs is at an end—if once we act diſnonorably 
' Lock. Who accuſes tne ? 7 
Peach. Vou are warm, Brother. 
Tock, He that attacks my Honour attacks my Liveli. 
hood—And this Ulage—Sir—is not to be borne. 


Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak—I muſt tell you 
too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding her of |. 


her Information Money, for the apprehending of curl-pated 
Hugh. Indeed, indeed Brother, we muſt punQually pay 
our Spies, or we ſhall have no Information. 

©  Lock.. Is this Language to me, Sirrah ?—who have ſav'd 
you from the Gallows, Sirrah! [ Collaring each ot her. 


Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the World 


of an'arrant Raſcal. 


Lock. This Hand ſhall do the Office of the Halter you | 


- deſerve, and throttle you 


you Dog | 


Peach. Brother, Brother—We are both in che Wrong | 


e ſhall be both Loſers in the Diſpute——for you 

know we have it in our Power to hang each other, You 
ſhould not be ſo paſſionate. 

Tot. Nor you ſo provoking ab 

Peach. Tis our mutual Intereſt; tis for the Intereſt of 

the World we ſhould agree. If I faid any thing, Brother, 

to the Prejudice of your Character, I aſk pardon. 

' Lock. Brother Peachum—1I can forgive as well as reſent. — 
Give me your Hand. Suſpicion does not become a Friend. 
Pieachum. I only meant to give you Occaſion to juſtify 

yourſelf :: But I maſt now ſtep home, for I expect the Gen- 
tleman about the Snuff Box that Filcb nimm'd two Nights 
ago in the Park. I appointed. him at this Hout. 


SCENE XI. Lockit, Lucy. 

Lock. Whence came you, Huſly ? 

Lucy. My Tears might anſwer that Queſtion. 
| Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling like 
a Spaniel, over the Fellow that hath. abuſed you. 

Lu. One can't help Love, one can't cure it. Tis not 


: 


in my Power to obey you and hate him. 


{ 


7 Lock. 


a a a _ iS 


ike 
not 


och. 


that Child, is your 
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Lock. Learn to bear your Huſband's Death like a reaſon- 


able Woman. Tis not the Faſhion now- a- days, ſo much 
as to affect Sorrow on theſe Occaſions. No Woman would 
ever marry, if ſhe had not the Chance of Mortality for a 


Releaſe. Act like a Woman of Spirit, Huſſy, and thanle 


your Father for what he is doing. 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble Race was Shenkin. 


Lucy. I: then bis Fate decreed, Sir? 
Such @ Man can I think of quitting ? 
When- firſt wwe met, ſo motves me yet, 
O Jee how my Heart is ſplitting ! 
Lock. Look ye, Lucy There is no ſaving him——So 1 


think, you muſt e en do like other Widows—Buy. yourſelf 
Weeds, and be chearful, | | 


AIR XXXII. 
 TYowll think Ger many Days enſue, 
This Sentence not ſevere ; 
J hang your Huſband, Child, tis true, 
But with him hang your Care. 
Tavang dang dillo de. - 
Like a Wife £0 moan over your dying Huſband ; 
a 


ty—Confider, Girl, you can't have 
the Man and Money too — ſo make yourſelf as eaſy as you 


can by getting all you can from him, 


SCENE XII. Lucy, Macheath, 


Lu. Though the Ordinary was out of the way To-day, 


I hope, my. dear, you will, upon the firſt Opportunity, 


quiet my Scruples—O Sir! my Father's hard Heart is not 


to be ſoftened, and I'm in the utmoſt Deſpair, 
Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall Sum Would not 


Twenty Guineas, think you, move him? of all the Argu- 


ments in the way of Buſineſs, the Perquiſite is the moſt 
prevailing—YourFather's Perquiſites for the Eſcape of Pri- 
ſoners muſt amount to a conſiderable Sum in the Year. 
Money well tim'd, and properly apply'd, will do any 
5 D AIR 


4 | | 9 
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AIR XXXII. Londen Ladies. 


on of an Office ſolicit your. Due, 
| 2 evould not hae Matters neglected, 
Tor muſt quicken the Clerk with the Perquiſite too, 

To do what his Duty directed. | 
Or would you the Frowns of a Lady prevent 

She too has this palpable Failing, 
The Perguiſite ſoftens her into ConJent ; 

That Reaſon with all is prevailing. 
Lucy. What Love or Money can do ſhall be done? for 
all my Comfort depends upon your Safety. 


- SCENE XIII. Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 


Pol. Where is my dear Huſband ? —— Was a Rope ever 
intended for this Neck !—O let me throw my Arms about 
it, and throttle thee with Love! Why doſt thou turn 
away from me?—'Tis thy Polly—'Tis thy Wife? 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal as I am? 
' Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another Villain! 

Pol. O Macheath! Was it for this we parted ? Taken! 
Impriſon'd! Try'd! Hang'd !\——Cruel Reflection! III 
ſtay with thee till Death—no Force ſhall tear thy dear 

Wife from thee now. What means my Love ?—— Not 
—_ - one kind Word! not one kind Look! think what thy Pol) 
"= ſuffers to ſee thee in this Condition. 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, Ec. 


Thus auben the Swallow ſeeking Prey, 
++» Within the Saſh is cloſely pent, 
His Conſort with bemoaning Lay, 
. - Without fits pining for th Event : 
Her chatt ring Lovers all around ber ſtim, - 
- She heeds them not ¶ poor Bird) her Soul's with him. 


- Mach. 1 muſt diſown her. [Afide.] The Wench is diſ- 
tracted. | | 


Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my Virtue? Can I have no 
Reparation ? Sure Men wefe born to lye, and Women to 
believe them! O Villain! Villain! 

1 Pol. Am I not thy Wife? —— Thy Neglect of me, thy 
_ 9412 N : | Aver- 


it wou'd not have nada me And that's no very unrea- 


oy * * * 
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Averſion to me too ſeverely proves it. — Look: on ME 
Tell me, am I not thy Wife? 
Lucy: Perfidious Wretch ! 
Pol. Barbarous Huſband ! | 
Lucy. Hadit thou been hang'd five Months ago, I had 4 


been happy. 
Pol. And I too —If you had been kind to me till Death, 


ſonable Requeſt, (though from a Wife) to a Man who. hath | 
not above ſeven or eight Days to live. 
Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou two 

Wives, Monſter ? 
' Mach. If Womens Tongues can ceaſe for an Anſwer 
__ me. 

I won't——Fleſh and Blood cant bear my Uſage. 
fal Shall I not claim my own? Juſtice bids me ſpeak. 


AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome Ditty, Cc. 


Mach. How happy could I be wuith either, 
Were t'other dear Charmer away ! 
But while you. thus teaze me together, 
To neither a Word will T ſay, 
But tol de rol, &c. 


- Pol. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be ſome Preference | 
ſhewn to a Wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the Appearance 
of it. He muſt be diſtracted with his Misfortunes, or he 
could not uſe me thus. 

Lucy. O Villain, Villain! thou haſt deceived me———T 
could even inform againſt thes with Pleaſure, Not a Prude 
waſhes more heartily to have Facts againſt her intimate 
Acquaintance, than I now wiſh to have Facts againſt thee. 
E would have her Satisfaction, and they ſhould all out. 


AIR XXXVI. Iriſh . 

Pol. Pm bubbled. 

Lucy. — 7m bubbled. 

Pol. Oh how am I troubled! 

Lucy. Bambouzled and bit ! 

Pol. —— My Diſtraſes are doubled. 

Lucy. When yon come to the Tree, ſhould the Miki refuſes 
heje Fingers, with Pleaſure, could faften the Nooſe. 

Pol. Pm bubbled, &c. 
D 3 Mach. 


„„ 
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Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy — This is all a Fetch of 
Polly's to make me deſperate with you, in caſe I get off, If 
I 'am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the Credit of being 
thought my Widow——Really, Polly, this is no Time for 
za Diſpute of this Sort; for whenever you are talking of 
Marriage, 'I am thinking of Hanging. 
Pol. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in diſowning me? 
Mach. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in perſuading 
me that I am married ? why, Polly, doſt thou ſeek to ag- 
gravate my Misfortunes ? | . 
IL. Really, Miſs. Peachum, you but expoſe yourſelf. 
Beſides, tis barbarous in you to worry a Gentleman in his 
Circumſtances. 7 


Polly. Ceaſe your Punning, 


Force or Canning, 
** Newer ſhall my Heart. trepan; 
All theſe Sallies 
© fre but Malice, 
\To Jeduce my conſtant Man. 
"Tis moſt certain, 3 
- By their flirting, 
2 3 oft 3 Jſhezvon ; 
© "FIUILJf! - Pleas'd to ruin, ; 
wit 25 422113] Others W00:ng, © b 
5 Never happy in their own: 


1 'Decency, Madam, methinks might teach you. to 
- behave ſelf with ſome Reſerve to the Huſband, whitc 


bis Wife is preſent, a 
- Mach. But ſeriouſſy, Polly, this is carrying the Joke a 
little too far. 5 #1 


- 


Liu. If you are determined, Madam, to raiſe a Diſlur- 
bance in the Priſon, I ſhall be obliged to ſend for the 
Turnkey to ſhew you the Door. I am ſorry, Madam, you 

force me to be ſo ill-bred. . 

Hol. Give me leave to tell you, Madam, theſe forward 

Airs don't become you in the leaſt, Madam. And my Duty, 

Madam, obliges me to ſtay with my Huſband, Madam. 


AIR 
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AIR XXXVIII. Good Morrow, Goſſip Jar. 
Lucy. Why how now, Madam Flirt? 
If you thus muſt chatter, 
And are for Alinging N 
Let's try who can ſpatter : 
e can ater 
Polly. Why, how now, ſaucy Jade: 
Sure the Wench is tipſy ! 
How can you fee me made [To him, 
The Scoff of Juch a Gipſy ? at : 
| : Saucy Jade Li [To her, 


SCENE XIV. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my Wench? Ah Huſly! Huſly ſJ—_ 
Come you home, you Slut; and when your Fellow is hang'd, 
hang yourſelf, to make your Family ſome Amends. 
Pol. Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from hin I 
muſt ſpeak: I have more to ſay to him — Oh ! twiſt thy 
Fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee! 
Peach. Sure all Women are alike! If ever they commit - © 
a Folly, they are ſure to commit &'other by expoſing : 
themſelves . Away— Not a Word more — N ou are my 
Priſoner now, Huſſy. 


AIR XXXIX. i Howl. ? 
Polly. Ne Pow'r on Earth can Ger divide 

The Knot that ſacred Love hath y; 

ben Parents draw againft our Mind, 

.T he true-love's Knot they faſter bind. 

Oh, ob ray, oh Ambor oh, oh, &c. 
(Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her. a 

SCENE xv. Lucy, Macheath _ N 
Mach. I am naturally compaſſionate; Wife; ſo that 1 
could not uſe the Wench as ſhe deſerved, which made you YL 
at firſt ſuſpect there Vas ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 

Lucy. Indeed, my Dear, I was ftrangely puzzled. 
Mach. If that had been the Caſe, her Father woald never vp 
have brought me into this Circumſtance= No, I 1 
I had rather die chan be falſe to'thee, © © | | 
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Lucy. How happy am I if you ſay this from your Heart! | 
for X diva thee of that I could — 8 ſee thee 
hang'd than in the Arms of another. | 

Mach. But could'ſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd ? 

Lucy. Oh, Macheath, I can never live to ſee that Day. 

Mach. You ſee, Lucy, in the Account of Love you are in 
my Debt, and you muſt now be convinc'd that I rather 
chuſe to die than be another's —Make me, if poſlible, love 


' thee more, and let me owe my Life to thee. —If you refuſe 


to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your Father will immediately put 
me beyond all Means of Eſca 


Lucy. My Father, I know, hath been drinking hard with 
the Priſoners; and I fancy he is now taking his Nap in his 


own Room — If I can procure the Keys, ſhall I go off with 
* thee, my Dear? 


Mach. If we are together, 'twill be impoſſible to lie con- 
ceal'd. As ſoon as the Search begins to be a little cool, [ 
will fend to thee— Till then my Heart is thy Priſoner. 

Lucy. Come then, my dear Huſband owe thy Life to 
me—and though you love me not - be grateful But 
that Polly runs in my Head ftrangely. | 
Mach. A Moment of 'Time may make us unhappy for 


ATR XL. The Lafs of Pazrie's Mill, Cc. 
Lucy. I like the Fox Hall grieve, 
Whoſe Mate hath left her Side, 
IF hen Hounds from Morn to Ewe, 
_ Chaſe oer the Country idle. 
Where can my Lower hide ? ; 
Where cheat the weary Pack? 
| If Love be not his Guide, 


Ac m. SCENE I. 
SCENE Nowgate. 
Lockit, Lucy. 


Locl. 7 *O de ſore Wench, you muſt haye been aiding 
ak and abetting to help him to his Eſcape. 


Luc. Sir, here hath been Peachuum and his Daughter Poly, 
I | þ an 
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| 4 40 be fare they know the Ways of Newgate as well as 


if they had beer born and bred in the Place all their Lives. 


Why muſt all your Suſpicion light upon me ? 


Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of theſe ſhuffling 
Anſwers. . | 
Lucy. Well then — if I know any thing of him I wiſh . 


I may be burnt! 
. Lock. Keep your Temper, 'Lucy, or I ſhall pronounce 


you guiltix. 

Lucy. Keep yours, Sir ——I wiſh I may be burnt, I 
do And what can I ſay more to convince you? 

* Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? How much did he 


come down with ? —— Comes Huſſy, don't cheat your 


Father, and I ſhall not be angry with you—— Perhaps, you 
have made a better Bargain with him than I could have 
done How much, my good Girl? 


© Lucy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and wou'd 


have given Mongy to have kept him with me. 


Lock. Ay, Lucy, thy Education might have put thee 
more upon thy Guard; for a Girl in the Bar of an Ale- 
houſe is always beſieg'd. | 


Lucy. Dear Sir, mention not my Education | 
tw-as to that I owe my Ruin. | | 


AIR XII. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, Q. 
When young at the Bar, you firſt taught me to ſcore, - 
And bid me be free with my Lips, and no more; 
Ia, Lisi by the Parſon, the Squire, and the Sor, 
When the Gueſt was departed, the Ki/s was forgot. 
But his Kiſs was fo feveet, and ſo cloſely he 75 
That I languiſb d and pin d till I granted the ret. 

If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Conſeſſion, 


for 


for to be ſure he hath been a moſt barbarous Villain to me. 


Lock. And ſo you have let him eſcape, Huſfty—Have you? 
Lucy. When a Woman loves; a kind Look, a tender 


Word, can perſuade her to any thing——And Teould af 


— 


ng 


no other Bnbe, _ | | 
Lock, Thou wilt always be a r Slat, a "9a 
you would not be look'd upon as à Fool, you ſhould neve 
do any thing but upon the Foot of Intereſt, "Thoſe that 
a& otherniſe are their own Bubbles 
* . | Lucy. 


a 


convine'd, that Polly. Peachum is actually his Wife- 


Sweets of it. 
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Lucy\ But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen 


to the mdſt diſcreet Woman, and in Love we are all Fools 


otwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now fully 


Did I let him eſcape (Fool that I was) to go to her 
Polly will wheedle herſelf into his Money, and then Peachur 
will hang him, and cheat us bot. 3 

Lock. So I am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forſooth, you muſt 
be in Love a very pretty Excuſe! © 


Lacy. I could murder that impudent, happy Strumpet 


l gave him his Life, and that Creature enjoys the 
Ungrateful Macheath ! N 


AIR XLII. South Sea Ballad. 
My Love is all Madneſs and Folly, 
Alone I lie, 51 
What a happy Creature is Polly! 
ub Rage I redden lite Scarlet, 
That my dear inconflant- Varlet, 
Stark-blind to iny Charms, 
. bot in the Arms 
Of that Tilt, that irveigling Harlot! 
Stark-blind to my Charms, 
4 1; oy mas. 
Of that Jil, that inveigling Harlot ! 
T his, this my Reſentment alarms. 

Leck. And fo, after all this Miſchief, I muſt ſtay here to 
be entertained with your Catterwaling, Miſtzeſs Puſs !—— 
Out of my Sight, wanton Strumpet ? you ſtall faſt and mor- 
tify yourſelf into Reaſon, with now and then a little hand- 
ſome Diſcipline to bring you to your Senſes—— Go. 


SCENE u. 


* 


Lock. Peachum then intends to out · wit me in this Affair 


dut III be even with him.—— The Dog is leaky in his 


Liquor, fo Il ply him that Way, get the Secret from 


him, and turn this Affair to my own Advantage. —Lions, 
Wolves, and Vultures don't live in Herds, Droves, 
. Animal of Frey, Man is the only oc 
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able one. Every one of us preys upon his Neighbour, and 
yet we herd together Peachum is my Companion, my 
Friend—According to the Cuſtom of the World, indeed, 
he may quote Thoufands of Precedents for cheating me— 
And ſhall not I make uſe of the Privilege of Friendſhip to 
make him a Return ? | 


MIR XLIIT. Packingtor's Pound. 


Thus Gameſters united in Friendſhip are found, 
Though they know their Induſtry all is a Cheat, 
T hey flock to their Prey at the Dice-Boxe's Sound, 
And join to promote one another's Deceit. 

But if by Miſhap 

They fail of a Chap, 

To keep in their Hands, they each other entrap, 
Like Pikes, lank with Hunger, wwho mi/s of their Ends, 
They bite their Companions and prey on their Friends. 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt Tradeſmen, are 
to have a fair Trial which of us two can over-reach the 
other. — Lucy. Exter Lucy.) Are there any of Peachum's 
People now in the Houſe ? * | 

Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Quartern of ſtrong Waters 
in the next Room with Black Mell. | 

Lock. Bid him come to me. 


SCENE UI. Lockit, Filch. 
Lock. Why, Boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half 


flarved, like à ſhotten Herring. | 3 

' Filch, One had need have the Conſtitution of a Horſe to ' ih 
go through the Buſineſs. Since the favourite Child- ; 
getter was diſabled by a Miſhap, I have pick'd up a little |: 


Money by helping the Ladies to a Pregnancy, againſt their 1 
being called SE to Sentence. But if a Man cannot | 
get an honeſt Livelihood an eaſier Way, I am ſure tis what [ 
I can't undertake for another Seffions. : 9 
Lock. Truly if that great Man ſhould tip off, twould 1 
be an irreparable Loſs. The Vigour and Proweſs of a 3 1 
Knight Errand never ſav'd half the Ladies in Diſtreſs that . 
he hath done But, Boy, can'ſt thou tell me where thy 
Maſter is to be found ? | Fil : 
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Fileb. At his (a) Lock, Sir, at the Crooked Billet. 
Lack. Very well—I have nothing more with you. [Exit 
Fileh.] Pl go to him there, for I have many important 
Affairs to ſettle with him; and in the Way of thoſe Tranſ- 
actions I'll artfully get into his Secret — So that Macheath 
ſhall not remain a Day longer out of my Clutches, | 


| SCENE IV. 4 Gaming House. 
Mach. in a fine tarniſb d Coat, Ben Budge, Mat of the Mint, 
Mach. I am forry, Gentlemen, the Road was fo barren 
of Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, I am 
always glad that my Fortune can be ſerviceable to them. 
[Gives them Money.] You ſee, Gentlemen, I am not a 
meer Court Friend, who profeſſes every thing and will do 
nothing. 5 | 
| AIR XLIV. Lillibullero. 
The Modes of the Court fo common are grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
Ti true you f | 
Came Friends Jo kind, . ; 
Who will you good Counſel themſelves to defend, 
In forrowful Ditty, : 
They promiſe you Pity, 
But fhift you for Money from Friend to Friend. 
But we, Gentlemen, have ſtill Honour enough to break 
through the Corruptions of the World. — And while I can 
e you, you may command me. 
Ben. It grieves my Heart that ſo generous a Man ſhou1! 
be involved in ſuch Difficulties, as oblige him to live wit! 
fuch ill Company, and herd with Gameſters. 
Mat. See the Partiality of Mankind!— One Man may 
ſteal a Horſe better than another look over a Hedge—O! 
all Mechanicks, of all ſervile handycrafts Men, a Gameſtet 
is the vileſt. But yet, as many of the Quality are of the 
Profeſſion, he is admitted amongſt the politeſt Company. 
I wonder we are not more reſpectet. 
Mach. There will be a deep Play To-night at Marybor, 
(a) A Cant Word, fignifying a Warehouſe where ſtolen Goods art 
depolited, | ; 
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and conſequently Money may be pick'd up upon the Road. 
Meet me there, and J'll give you the Hint who is worth 
xit Setting. 6 | ? 
ant Mat. The Fellow with the brown Coat, with a narrow 
nl. Gold Binding, I am told is never without Money. 


ath Mach. What do you mean, Mat? —Sure you will not 
think of meddling with him He's a good honeſt kind 
ob a Fellow, and one of us. 85 f 3 
Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put ourſelves under your 
os Direction. 


Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders.—A 


ren bo f 
08, Rauieas, or two, would prove a pretty Sort of an Expedi- 
on tion. I hate Extortion. s 


Mat. Thoſe Rouleaus are very pretty Things.— hate 
de our Bank Bills. — There is ſuch a Hazard in putting 
them off. | 
Mach. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction, who in his 
Time hath nick'd me out of a great Deal of the Ready. He 
is in my Caſh, Ben.—PH point him out to you this Even- 
ing, and you ſhall draw upon him for the Debt.— The 
ON are met; I hear the Dice Box in the other Room. 
So 


entlemen, your Servant. You'll meet me at Marybone. 


SCENE V. Peachum's Lock. F 
A Table with Wine, Brandy, Pipes and Tobacco, | 
; Peachum, Lockit. 27 0 
"Lock. The Coroffation Account, Brother Peachum, is of 1 
ſo intricate a Nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled. x 
cak Peach. It conſiſts, indeed, of a great Variety of Articles. 
can Alt was worth to our People, in Fees of different Kinds, - 
above ten Inſtalments. This is part of the Account, | 
ud Brother, that lies open before us. | 
with Lock.. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade——that, I ſee, is | 
diſpoſed of. | | \ 
Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the Tally Woman; and } 
ſhe will make a Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to 7 
trick out young Ladies, upon their going into Keeping — 4 
Lock. But I don't ſee any Articles of the Jewels. 5 & 
Peach. Thoſe are fo well known, that they muſt be ſent N 
abroad Vou'll find them enter'd under the Article of Ex- Y 
portation.— As for the nuff-Boxes, Watches, Swords, Ec. 1 
II thought it beſt to enter them under their ſeveral _— | 
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Lock. Seven and twenty Womens Pockets complete; 


with the ſeveral Things therein contained, all, feal'd, 


number'd, and enter d. 

Peach. But, Brother, it is ĩimpoſſible for us now to enter 
upon this Affair We ſhould have the whole Day before 
us. — Beſides the Account of the laſt half Year's Plate is 
in a Book by itſelf, which les at the other Office. 

Lock. Bring us more Liquor—To day ſhall be for Plea- 


ſure To morrow for Buſineſs. —Ah, Brother, thoſe Dau $ - 
ye 


ters of ours are two ſlippery Huſſys—Keep a watchful 
upon Polly, and Macheath in a Day or two ſhall be our own 
again. RC 2 * 
AIR XIV. Down in the North Country, &c. 
Lock. What Gudgeons are we Men, : 
Eu Woman's eaſy Prey, 
Though wwe have felt the Hook, agen 
- We bite and they betray. | 
\ The Bird that hath been trapt, 
ben he hears his calling Mate, 
To ber he flies, again is clapt 
8 Within the wwiry Grate. 
Peach. But what fignifies catching the Bird, if your 
Daughter Lacy will ſet open the Door of the Cage? 
Lock, If Men were anſwerable for the Follies and Frail- 


ties of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends could keep 


a 2 Correſpondence 1 for two Days — This is 
unkind of you, Brother, for among good Friends, what 


they ſay or do goes for nothing. 


Enter à Servant. | 
Ser. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak with 
you. | 
Peach. Shall we admit her, Brother Lockit ? 


. Lock. By all means—She's a good Cuſtomer, and a wel!- 

ſpoken Woman—And a Woman who drinks and talks ſo 
reely, will enliven the Converſation. 

Peach. Deſire her to walk in. [Exit Servant. 


SCENE VI. 
Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. 


Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your Servant —One may know 
by your Kiſs that your Gin is-excellent. W, 
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05 . Drapes. I always was very curious in my Liquor. 4 
d, | Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath like it—I have been 
long acquainted with the Flavour of thoſe Lips — Han't I. 
_ op— Skis as hangwDecnghts of Lijear ny: 
3 Trapes. Fill it as large Draughts of Liquor as 
A I do & Love II hate a Flincher in either. ö 


1 AIR XVI. A Shepherd keep Sheep, Ee. 


* In tbe Days of my Youth I could Bill like a Dove, la, la, &c. 
n Lite a Sparrow at all Times wat ready for Love, fa, &c. 
The Life of all Mertals in kiffing ſhould paſs, : 
Lis * Lip awhile ave re young, t the Lip to the Glaſs, fa. 


But now Mr. Peachum to your Buſineſs —If you have Blacks 
of any kind, brought in of late, Mantuas—Velvet Scarfs . 
— Petticoats—Let it be what it will-I am your Chap— 
for all my Ladies are very fond of — | 

Peach. Why, look'e, Mrs. Dyz—you deal fo hard with 
us, that we can afford to give the Gentlemen who venture 
their Lives for the Goods, little or nothing. „ 
Tapes. The hard Times gy me to go very near in 
my Dealings To be ſure, of late Years, I have been a 

reat Sufferer by the Parliament Three Thouſand 
Pounds would hardly make me Amends. —— The Act for 
deſtroying the Mint, was a ſevere Cut upon our Buſineſs. 
Till then, if a Cuſtomer ſtept out of the Way \ 
we knew where to have her No doubt but you know : 
Mrs. Coaxer—there's a Wench now (till this Day) with a | 
good Suit of Cloaths of mine upon her Back, and I could. 1. 
never ſet Eyes upon her for three Months together Since 
the Act too againſt Impriſonment for ſmall Sums, my Loſs 
there too hath been very conſiderable ; and it muſt be ſo, 
when a Lady can borrow a handſome Petticoat, or a clean 
Gown, and I not have the leaſt Hank upon her! And o- 
my Conſcience, now-a-days moſt Ladies take a Delight in 
cheating, when they can do it with Safety. | 
- Peach. Madam, you had a handſome Gold Watch of us 
other Day for ſeven Guineas, conſidering we muſt have 
our Profit To a Gentleman upon the Road, a Gold 
Watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. : 
Trapes, Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that Watch was remark- 
able, and not of very ſafe Sale.—]f you have any black 
11 0 | | £7 ; Velvet 
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Velvet Scarfs———they are a handſome Winter wear; and 
take with moſt Gentlemen who deal with my Cuſtomers. 
*Tis I that put the Ladies upon a good Foot, *Tis not 
Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price: The Gentlemen 
always pay according to their Dreſs, from half a Crown 
to Two Guineas; and yet thoſe Huſſys make nothing of 
bilking of me. Then too, allowing for Accidents— 
I have eleven fine Cuſtomers now down under the Surgeons 
Hands.—What with Fees and other Expences, there are 
great Gbings out, and no Comings in, and not a Farthing 
to pay for at leaſt a Month's cloathing We run great 
Riſque eat Riſques indeed. 0 
Peach. Ns I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now of 
Mrs. Carr. 
1 Trapes. Ves, Sir To be ſure I ſtript her of a Suit 
1 | of my own Cloaths about two Hours ago; and have left 
.* her as ſhe ſhould be, in her laſt Shift, with a Lover of 
34 hers at my Houſe. She ow him up Stairs, as ſhe was 
3 ing to Marybore in a Hackney Coach. ——And I hope, 
Vis fr — own Sake and mine, the will perſuade the Captain 
1 to redeem her, for the Captain is very generous to the 
Loc. What Captain ? . . | 
Trapes. He thodght I did not know him—An intimate 
Acquaintance of yours, Mr. Prarbum— Only Captain Mac- 
brarh=—as fine as a Lord. 1 76455 + 
Prach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own Price upon any of the Goods you like——We have 
1 at leaſt half a Dozen Velvet Searfs, and all at your Ser- 4 
1 vice, Will you give me Leave to make you a Preſent of 
E this Suit of Night Cloaths for your pwn wearing! —But 
are you ſire tis Captain Macheath ? | 
Trapes. h be thinks I have forgot him; no Body 
knows him better. I have taken a great deal of the Cap- 
tain's Money in my Time at ſecond hand, for he always 
| lov'd to have his Ladies well dreſs'd. . b 
14 Peach, Mr. Lockit and I have a little Buſineſs with the 
n+ Captain :—You underſtand me—and we will ſatisfy you 
| for Mrs. Cooxer's Debt. | y | a 
Leck. Depend upon it——we will deal like Men of 


Honour. 1 ' "Sk, , 
_ Trapes. I don't enquire after your Aﬀairs—ſo whatever 
5 ä ö 3 : F happens, 
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happens, I waſh my Hands on it——It has always been 
my Maxim, that one Friend ſhould aſſiſt another. —But, if 
you pleaſe—P'll take one of the Scarfs home with me. Tis 
always good to have ſomething in Hand. 


.SCENE vn. Newgate. 
Lucy. Jealouſy, Rage, Love, and Feas are at once tear- 
ing me to Pieces. How Amn I Weatherbeaten and ſhatter'd 
with Diſtreſs. 8 
AIR XLVII. One Evening having loſt my Way. 


Pm like a Shiff on the Ocean toft, 
- . Now high, now low, with each Billow bornez 
With her. Rudder broke, and her Anchor loft, 


| Deſerted and all 
While thus I lie rolling and. toffing all Night, 
That Polly Les parting on Sear of Delight ! 


. Revenge, Revenge, kg 
Shall appeaſe my refth/s Spore. 6 
I have the Rats bane ready.——1I run no __— for I 
can lay her Death upon the Gin, and ſo many die of that 
naturally, that I ſhall never be called in Queſtion,—— 
But ſay, I were to be hang'd I never could be ltang'd 
for any thing that would give me greater Comfort, than 
the poiſoning that Slut, | 4:39»: | 
1 * i Euer Filch. Sth * 
Filch. Madam, here's our Miſs Polly come to wait upon 


you. 


Le. Show her in. 


. 


SCENE VIII. Lucy, Polly. 


Lucy. Dear Madam, your Servant —— hope you will 
* my Paſſion, when I was fo happy to ſee you laſt— _ 
was ſo over-run with the Spleen, that I was perfectly out 
of myſelf. And really when one hath the Spleen, every 

is to be excus'd by a Friend. | 


E 2 AIR 


4 
> , - abc. * 


8 
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what provoked, and ow” might uſe ſome Expreſſions 
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A IR XLVIII. Now Roger, I'll tell thee, becauſe 
 thou'rt my Son. 


When a Wife's in her Pout, 
( 4s foe's ſometimes, no doubt ) ' 
The good Huſband as meek as a Lamb; 
Her Vapours to fli 
Firſt grant her ber Will, 
And the quitting Draught is a Dram, poor Man! 
Aud the quieting Draught is a Dram. 


I with all our Quarrels might have fo comfortable a 
Reconciliation. . 


Pol. I have no Excuſe for my own Behaviour, Madam, 
but my Misfortunes. And really, Madam, I ſuffer 


tl 
* _ upon your Account. In 
| h 


But, Miſs Poly in the Way of Friendſhip, 
will you give me Leave ee a Glaſs of Cordial to 
you! 

Polly. Strong Waters are apt to make my Head ach — 
1 — Madam, you will excuſe me. 

vcy. Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have bet- 
_ in * Cloſet, 797 her own private drinking. ou 

ſeem mighty low in Spirits, my dear. 

Pol. I am forry, Madam, my Health will not allow me 
-t0 accept of your Offer—I would not have left you in the 
rude Manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had not my 
Papa haul'd me along ſo unexpectedly -I was indeed ſome- 


that were diſreſpectful. But really, Madam, the Cap- 
tain treated me with ſo much Contempt and Cruelty, that 
I deferv'd your Pity, rather than your Reſentment. 

Lucy. But fince his Eſcape, no doubt all Matters are 
made up again. Ah Polly, Polly ! tis I am the unhappy 
_ Wite, and he loves you as if you were only his Miſtreſs. 

Pol. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as to 
be the Object of your Jealouſy.——A Man is always afraid 
of a Woman who loves him too well fo that I muſt c 
pect to be neglected and avoided, 

Lucy. Then our Caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly alike. 
Both of Wy indeed, have been too fond. 
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AIR XLIX. O Befly Bell. 
Polly. 4 Curſe attend that Woman's Love, 
Who always world be pleaſing, 
Lucy. The Pertineſs of the billing Dove, 
Like tickling, is but traxing. 
Pol. What then in Lowe can Woman do? 
Lucy. If we grow. fond they ſhun us; 
Pol. And when wwe fly them, they purſue, 
Lucy. But leave us when they ve won us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both Sexes, that it is 
impoſſible to be laſting. -— But my Heart is particular, 
and contradicts my own Obſervation. | 

Pol. But really, Miſtreſs Luc, by his laſt Behaviour, I 
think I ought to envy you—When I was forced from him 
he did not ſhew the leaſt Tenderneſs—but, perhaps, he. 
hath a Heart not capable of it. : 


ATR L. Would Fate to me Belinda give. 

Among the Men Coguets wwe find, © 

Who court by Turns all Waomen-lind; 

Aud we grant all their Hearts defir'd, 

When they. are flatter'd and admir'd. | 
he Coquets of both Sexes are Self Lovers, and that is 
Love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, my dear 


q, our Huſband is one of thoſe. ; 


Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy, Reflections. 
ndeed, my dear Polly, ws are both of us a Cup too low, 
Let me prevail upon you to accept of my Offer. 


AIR LI. Come ſweet Lafs. 
Come, faveet Laſs, | 


hes 
Let's baniſh Sorrow; 


Till To-morrow ; 
Let's take a chirping Glaſs. 
ine cen char ,. , 
The Vapours of Deſpair, 
A make us light' as Air; 
Then drink, and baniſh Care, 
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El ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocrital Strumpet. 


At this Time too, when 
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I can't bear, Child, to ſee you in fuch low Spirits 
And I muſt perſuade you to what T will do you good, 


| LA. 
SCENE N. 


Pol. All this Wheedling of Lucy cannot be for nothing 
| 2 ſhe hates me The Diſ. 
ſemhling of a Woman is always the Fore- runner of Miſchief 
By pourirs, ſtrong Waters down oy Gore, ſhe think: 


to pump ſome Secrets out of me—I'll be upon my Guard, 
and won't taſte a Drop of her Liquor, I'm reſolved. 
OLIN SO RISE. 


Lucy, with firong Waters, Polly. 


Lucy. Come, Miſs Polly. * 

Pol. Indeed, Child, you have given yourſelf Trouble t: 
no Purpoſe. You muſt, my Dear, excuſe me. | 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are as ſqueamiſhly affectec 
about taking a Cup of ſtrong Waters as a Lady befor: 


Company. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſtrouſly ill i 


you refuſe me. Brandy and Men, though Women lc: 
them never ſo well, are always taken by us with ſome Re. 
hfance———unleſs tis in private. 
Pol. I proteſt, Madam, it againſt me—— Wis 
do I ſee! Macheath again in Cuſtody Now ever; 
Glimm'ring of Happineſs is 1:-?, 139 
| | 1 5 the Glaſs of Liquor on the Groun 
Lucy. Since Things are thus, I'm glad the Wench hat 
eſcap'd ; for by this Event, tis * ſhe was not bapp! 
enough to deſerve to be poiſon'd, - _ | 


SCENE AI. 8 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 


Lock. Set your Heart to reft, Captain. You hav 
neither the Chance of Love or Money for another Eſcap 


ſor you are order d to be gall'd down upon your Tris 
| . Pract 


le to 


ected 
efore 
ill it 
love 
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ver; 
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App! 


Why hadſt thou not flown to me for Prot 
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Peach. Away, Huſſys!— This is not a Time for a Man 


to be hamper'd with his Wives.-You ſee the Gentleman 
is in Chains already. 


Lucy. O Huſband, Haſband! my Heart long'd' to ſee 
| thee; but to ſee you thus diſtracts me 


Pol. Will not my dear Huſband look upon his Poly? 
? with me 


thou hadſt been ſafe. 


AIR LII. The laſt Time I went over the Moor. 


Pol. Hither, dear Hufband, turn your Eyes, 
Lucy. Beflow one Glance to chear me; 
Pol. Think with that Look thy Polly dies, 
Lucy. O ſbun me not————but hear me. 
pc "'Ti is Polly /aes, 


| — Ji Lucy eat; 
Fel IL thus true Love requited ? 4 1 
Lucy, * Heart is burſting, X 6 
Pol. — — Mi . Breaks ; > 
Lucy. Muft I. | 
Pol, Ma I be Niighted ? 


Mach. What would you have me ſay, Ladies ou 
ſee, this Affair will ſoon be at an End, without my dii- 
obliging either of you. 

Peach, But the ſettling this Point, Captain, might 2 
vent a Law - ſuit between four two Widows. 


AIR LI. Tom Tinker's wy true Love. 


Mach. hich Way fall I turn me—How can I decide ? 


Wives, the Day of our Death, are as fond as a Bride. 
One Wife is too much for mojt Huſband; to hear; 

But two at a Time no Mortal can bear. 

This May, and that Way, and æubich Way 1 will, 

WW hat evould comfort the axe, i uber Wife wwould take ill 


Pol. But if his own Misfortunes have made him inſen- 
ſible to mine—A Father ſure will be more compaſſionate 
—— Dear, dear Sir, fink the material Evidence, and 
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A IR LIV. I am 3 poor Shepherd undone, 


When my Heroe in Court appears, 
And flands arraign'd for his Lit; 
5 Then think of poor Polly's Tears, 
Fẽeor ab] poor Polly's his Wife. | 
Like the Sailor he holds up his Hand, 
Diftreft on the daſhing Wave; 
Do die @ dry Death at Land, 
1s as bad as a watry Grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! - © 
Alacł, and well a day! 
Before that I was in oe, 
Os every Month was May. 


Lucy. If Peachum's Heart is harden'd, ſure you, Sir, will 
have more Compaſſion on a Daughter I know the 
Evidence is in your Power. — How __ can you be a 
8 to me? [ Kneeling, 
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AIR LV. Jansbe the lovely, &c 


bes he holds up his Hand arraipn'd for bis Life, 
O think of your Daughter, and link Pm hi Wife / 
What are Cannons, or Bombs, or claſbing of Sword; ? 
© For Death is more certain by Witneſſes Words. 

Then nail up their Lips, that dread T hunder 

And each Month of my Life auill hereafter be — 4 


- dock. Macheath's Time is come, Lacy. We know cur 
own Affairs, and therefore let us =. no more. enn 
f wg and Whining. _ Se 2» ; 


AI R LVI. A cobler there was, "os 


Ourſelves, lite the Great, to Jave a Retreat, 
When Matters require it, muſt give up our one 3 
4:2 A good Reaſon why, | 
Or, inflead of the Fry, : 
| 4 Ev/n Peachum ' and. I. N 
| Like oor petty- Raſeals might hang, bang; 
x, Logs petty Raſcals might yy 


% 
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Peach. Set your Heart at reſt, Poly — Vour Huſband is 
to die To-day——— Therefore, if you are not already pro- 
vided, tis high Time to look about for another. There's 
Comſort for you, you Slut. 9. os | 
Lock. We are ready, Sir, to conduct you to the O/7 
Bailey. 4 5 | 


AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee, 


Mach. The Charge is prepar'd, the Lawyers are met, 
The Judges all rang d (a terrible Show !) 
1 go undiſmay d. For Death is a Debt, 
Debt on demand So take what I owe. 
Then farewel, my Love — dear Charmer aditcuz 
| Contented I di. fi the better for you : 
Here ends. all Diſputes the reſt of our Liver, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my Wives. 
Now, Gentlemen, I am ready to Wi you. 


SCENE XII. Lucy, Polly, Filch. 


Pol. Follow them, Filch, to the Court. And when the 
Trial is over, bring me a particular Account of his Beha- 
vicur, and of every Thing that happened. You'll find 
me here with Miſs Lucy. [ Exit. Filch.] But why is all this 
Muſick ? | 4 * 

Lucy. The Priſoners whoſe Trials are put off till next 
Seſlions are diverting themſelves. 4 eee 

Pol. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as Muſick? I'm 
fond of it to Diſtration—— But alas !—now, all Mirth 
ſeems an Infult upon my Affliction.— Let us retire, my 
dear Lucy, and indulge our Sorrows.——The noiſy Crew, 
you ſee are coming upon us, [| Exennt. 


"A Dance of Priſoners if Chains, &c. 
SCENE XI.. 
The Condemn'd Hole. 

. Mackeath; 10 melancholy Poſſure. AT 
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ATR LEVIN. "Wigpy Groves, 


0 wind cruel, cruel Cah,” - * 


, 1 fufter this Diſgrace # 


AIR LX. en e 


Of all the Friends in Time of Grief, 

l den threat ning Death looks — | 

Not one /o ded Relief, | pf Y 

As this beſt Friend, a er. | Drinks. 
AIR LX. — rike Home. | 

Since I muſt ſuxing—1 ſcorn; I. ſcorn to winct or cu. [Riſes, 
MIR Ll Chery cu. | 


But now 


Fu Wine, (Drinks a Glaſs of Wine. 


AIR LXI. Toold Sir Simon the King. 


| But V alowr the fir 4 
dart, e ore drinkin, | 
tad how cow ww fd our I 005, 


When wwe bt ihe Trouble of Thinking — 
AIR IXI. joy to great can. 


thug = a Man can die 
bolder with Brandy. [Pours out a Buioper of dane 


AIR LXIV. There was an 614 Woman. 


S. I drink off this Bamper—And now 1 can fland the Teft, 
Aud wy Comrades Pall. ſee that I die as brave as 1 
5 rinks. 


AIR LXV. Did you ever hear er. runs Sailor. 


But can I leave my pretty Huſſys, 
Wick ens Toby or N Arn 


& * 
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AIR LXVI. Why are mine Eyes dil flowing. | 


Their Her, their Lips, "their Bufſes | 
Recal my | ove——— Ah n 1 dit. 


AIR LXVII. Green Sleeves. | 


Since Lars were made for ev/ry Degree, 
To carb Vier in others, as well as mt, | Eg 
1 wonder wwe bun better Company, | | — 
Upon Tyburn Tree + | "8 
But Gold for Law can take oat the Sting; 
And if rich Men, like as, were to feving ; 
'Tawould thin the Land, Juch Numbers to firing 
Upon Tyburn Tree “ | 


SCEN'E XIV. 
1 Macheath, Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint. 


Mach. For my having broken Priſon, you ſee, Gentle- 
en, I am order'd immediate Execution. The Sheriffs 
Officers, I believe, are now at the Door. —— That Jemmy 

{ witcher Would h me, I own ſurpriz d me!—"Tis a 
plain Proof that the World is all allke, and that even our 
ang can no more truſt one another than other People. 
herefore I beg you, Gentlemen, look well to your- 
ves, for in all Probability you may live ſome the 
dnger, ; : TD 

Mart. We are heartilyſorry, Captain, for your Misfor- 
ane. Bat tis what we muſt all come to. 

Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous 
oundrels. Their Lives are as much in your Power, a2 
durs are in theirs. Remember your dying Friends ? 


* 


Iks. 


jo . my n Requeſt. ——Bring thoſe Villains to the Gal- 

2 ws before you, ahd I am bara d | 

inks. Marr. We'll do't. 4 : 
Goal. Miſs Polly and Miſs Lucy intreats a Word with 


®” 


'* SCENE 


The Brocar's Orin a, 
_ - _ + #. SCENE XV. 
1 | Lat, Macheath, Polly. 


: ** » 
[18 Mach. My dear Lucy—my dear Polly. . hath 
| | poaſs'd between us is now at an End. If you are fond of 
9 marrying again, the beſt Advice I can give you, is to ſhip 
3 ( * yourſelves off to the V Indies, where you'll have a fair 
| [( | Chance of getting a Hulband a piece; or by good Luck, 

tf two or three, as you like beſt, 

k i Pol. How can I ſupport this Sight ! 

: RX Lucy. There is — ng moves one ſo much as a great 
1 / 5 Man in Diſtreſs. 


ATR LXVIIL All you that muſt take a Leap, &c. 


Lucy: Would I mi bt be bang !?? 
: Polly. 4 And * too! 


Lucy. To be haig's <vith yoo; ; 
Polly. My dear with you. 


Mach. O lave me o Thou x Wl e/ 7 fear ! I doubt /! 
I tremble /! { droop, — See my Courage is out. 
[Turns up the empty Bottle, 
Polly. M Token of Love ? 
_ Mach. See my Courage out. 


2 Turns up the emp pot. 
Lucy. No Token of Love ? F * 


Polly. | Adieu, 
Lucy. | Farewell, 
Mach. But hark ! I hear the Toll of the Bell. 


8 i Chorus. Tel de rol lol, &c. 


Goaler, Four Women more, Captain, with. a Child a. 
piece! See, here they come. ¶ Enter Women and Children. 
Mach. What-—four Wives more! That is to 

e the Sheriffs Officers I am ready. 
[ Exit, Macheath, guar 


SCENE | 


"oh, 


1. Frooss's Oven => a 


su xv. 
. To them enter Player, and Beggar. 


ath But, honeſt Friend, I hope you don't intend that 

| of 225 ſhall be really executed. 7 

hip Beg. Moſt- certainly, Sir Sir, — To * 4 the Piece perfect 

fair W I was for doing ſtrict poetical Juſtice. Macheath is to be 

ck, banged ; and for the other Perſonages in the Drama, the 
A 


ence muſt haye ſuppoſed they were ; all either hang d 


= OR - 
reat 2 r 5 
1 r 
opera muſt en 
2 Beg. Your Odiection, Sir, is very juſt; and is eaſily 
remoyed; For yow” maſt, aftow, that in this kind of 


Drama; tis no» matter ho abſardly Things are brought 
about, 80 - you Rabble, there run and ery a Reprieve 
— let the 
Triumph. 
MD All- this We do, to comply with the Taſte of the 
X _y 
e. Beg. Through the whole Piece you may obſerve ſuch a. 
Similitude of Manners, in high and low Life, that it is 
difhcult to determine whether (in the faſhionable Vices) 
Gentlemen imitate the Gentlemen of the Road, or 
be Gentlemen of the Road the fine Gentleman— Had the 
Play remained, as I at firft intended, it would have carried 


Ot. 


Sort of People have their Vices, in a Degree, as-well as 
the Rich, and that they are puniſhed for them. 


=O. 9,CENE XVIL. 
* N enn with Rabble, & 


is do 


arded Mach. 80, it ſeems, I am not left to ene but 
muſt have a Wife at laſt. Look Ye, Ix at at: we will 
ive t 


have no Controverſy now. Let us Day to Mirth, 
E NEW and I am ſure ſhe who thinks her! f. By Wite will teſtiſy 
her Joy by a Dance. bo 9 


4 * 


riſoner de brought back to his Wives za 


à moſt excellent Moral: *twould have ſhewn that the lower © - 


« ® 
LIN 
: - 
1229 1 


4 * 
7 
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AI. Come, a Dance — a Dance. 
Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me Leave to preſent 
a Partner to each of you. And (if I may without Offence) 
for this Time, I take Polly for mine. —And for Life, you 
Slut — for we are really marry'd —As for the reſt —Bat at 
preſent keep your own Secrets. «4 04 Polly, 


1 TERS: A DANCE. 


- 


a 


AIR IXI. Lampe of Padding, Ec. 


ES Thi: 1 land like the Turk with his Doxies . 

Nes all Sides ther Glances his Paſſion confound ; 

* | For black, brown and fair, his Inconffancy burns, 
And the different Beauties ſubdue bim by e L 

Each calls forth her Charms, to provoke his Defires ;. 
Though T7 to all, with but one be retires. 

But 25 this Maxim, and put off your Sorrow, 
The Wretc 9 Po mri 0g oe rue 

Chorus. 5 450 of this * Nc. 


N 1 


* 


V. : Da 15 
| » . 
— H 8 a n 


TABLE of the SONCS. 
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1 Through all the Employments of Life 


3 If any Wench Yenus's Girdle wear 
4 If Love the Virgin's Heart invade 


2 'Tis Women that ſeduces all Mankind 


* 5 A Maid is like the golden Oar * — 


6 Virgins are like the fair Flower in its Luſtre | 


7 Our Polly is a fad Slut! nor heeds what we have 


tauglit her 
8 Can Love be controul'd by Advice? 
9 O Pelh, you might have toy'd and kiſt 
10 I like a Ship in Storms was toſt — 
11 A Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir 9 
12 O ponder well! be not ſevere — 
13 The Turtle thus with plaintive Crying — 
14 Pretty Polly ſay — — 
I; My Heart was ſo free — 
18 Were I laid on Greenland's Coaſt — 
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17 O what Pain it is to part! 


18 The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees 
a een ; 
19 Fill ev'ry Glaſs, for Wine inſpires us — 
20 Let us take the Road — 
21 If the Heart of a Man is depreſs'd with Care 
22 Youth's the Seaſon made for Joys — 
23 Before the Barn Door crowing — 


24 The Gameſters and Lawyers are Jugglers alike 
25 At the Tree I ſhall ſaffer with Pleaſure — 


26 Men may eſcape from Rope and Gunn— 
27 Thus when a good Houſewife ſees a Rat 
28 How- cruel are the Traitors — 
29 The firſt Time at the Looking Glaſs —— 
30 When you cenſure the Age — 
31 Is then his Fate decreed, 8Siꝛyę 
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32 You'll think &er many Days enſue 
33 If you at an Office ſollicit your Due 
34 Thus when a Swallow ſeeking Prey 
35 How happy. could I be-with either 
37 Ceaſe your fanning m——— 
38 . how now, Madam Flirt 

39 No Power on Earth can e'er divide 
40 TI like the Fox ſhall grieve — 


o 


41 When young at the Bar 
42 My Love is all Madneſs and Folly — 
43 Thus Gameſters united in Friendſhip are found 
44 The Modes of the Court — 
45 What Gudgeons are we Men! x—-n 
46 In the Days of my Youth I could bill like a Dove 
47 Pm like a Skift on. the Ocean toſs'd — 
48 When a Wife's in her Pout — 
49 A Curſe attend that Woman's Love —— 
50 Among the Men Coquets we find  ——— 
51 Come, ſweet Laſs — — ä 
52 Hither, dear Huſband, turn your Eyes — 
53 Which Way ſhall I turn me? — 
54 When my Hero in Court appears — 


— rn rate 
———— 
— ä 
— — 
—— — 
—— u— 
— — — 
—— 


55 When he holds up in his Hand —ͥͤ 
56 Ourſelves like the Great —— 
57 The Charge is prepar' d — 


58 O cruel, cruel, cruel Caſe — 
59 Of all the Friends in Time of G rief 
60 Since I muſt ſwing — — 
61 But now again my Spirits fink. —— 
62 But Valour the ſtronger grows —— 
63 If thus a Man ean die — 
64 So I drink off this Bumper — — 
65 But can I leave my pretty Huſſies 
66 Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes — 
67 Since Laws were made for ey'ry Degree 
" 68: Would I might be hang'd — 
49 Ty J ſtand like the Txrk — 


4 


